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| King Henrie the ſixt 


VVith the whole contention benycene the tao 
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| how Richarde Duke of Torke, The Earl of Warwicke, The 


rs 'T RVE TRA GEDIE.. 


OF RICHARD DVKE OF YORKE, 


AND THE GOOD-KING 
HENRIE THE * 


ward Earle of 


Duale of Norffolke, Marquis Montag ue 
March,Crookeback Ric 2 Exl-of Rutland, 
with Drunswve 2 Nettes in their battes. 


Wonder WA. 250 FRE br handes? 

| Yorke. Whilſt we — the Horſemen of e North, 
He ſlily ſtole away, and leſt his men: 6 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 

Whoſe watlike gare: could neuet brooke rettait, 

Chargde our maine Bartels front, aud the te with kim 

Lord Stafford and Lord Clifford all abreſt 

Brake in, & were by the hands of common Souldiers ſlaine. 
"Edv. Lord St Fords ſather, Dulce of Bacleg bas, | 

Is eithei ſlaine, ot wounded danderouſly; 

I clett his Beuer with a do Vne tight bie ws 

Father that this is true, bebold his bloud. 
e1.nt, And brother, hecres the Earle of Wiltſhires blood, 

Whom Ii _ das the Battailes ioynd. 
Rich. Speake thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
York. W mm is your grace dead my L. of Summe ſeti 
Not: Such hope haue all che line of /-bnof G 
Rico. Thus doe I hope to wn ing Henries 
„. Ando do! victorious e of Lorke, 

Before fee thee ſeated in that throne, 

Which now the houſe of Lz1aFer 10 urpes, 


Ar. | 


% 


GK . ann e E 
* 1 vow by besuen theſe eies Le 
j | I his is the Pallace of that featfull 8 
OM And thatthe regall chaire; Poſleſſe ic IS 
1 For this is thine, and not king Hemies heires. 
York. Aſiſt me then veer} Varwic, and I will? 
Pot hither are we broken in force. | AP 
Norff. Weele all aſſiſt thee, and he that flies ſhall . 1 
York, T hanks gentle Norffolke. St taie by me my Lords: 


and ſouldiers ſtate you heere and lodge this night: 


Ke 


. * 


er, The 


Enter Kino Homie the fert, with 
Earle of Northumberland, * 


V And when the king comes, offer him no violenre, 
Vnleſle he ſeeke to put vs out by force. 

Rich. Armde as we be, letz ſtaie within this houſe? 

. The bloudie this be calde: 
Vnleſſe Plartagener Duke of offeþ 
And baſhfull Hermie be d 1 
Hath made vs by- words to our et 
Ter. Then leaue me not m Lords Eb | 
To take poſſeſ: ion of my right. - 

Ware Neither the kin g-norhin d aloucsbim beſt, 
The proudeſt bird that holds ter, 
Dres ſtirre a wing. it Warws Abel. 
Ile plant Ylant agenet: and r 1 who dares? 
Reſolue thee * : CHO = a glich Per 

„Dee 
of N rd, and 

Clif .rd,the Earle of C Þ in their bats. 
ung, Looke Lordings where the ordy rebel fics, | 
oe iu rhe chaire of (tate 2 belike he canes 


And the Clifeed: : 3nd you wed reuenge, 


On * nh ſo mes, his fayorites, and his friends. 
And it I be nor yuens be reu ngd on me. 
C ” he hope therent n 


Weſt. W har?ſhall we f Ferthi 


glers pull him downe, 
My heart tor anger bicakes, cand 


= nne in flecle. 
ang & FS 


King. 


' 


Torke,and Henrie the ſixt. 


Be patient gentle Eaile of Wef d. 
Chf, Patience is for pultrouns ſuch as he, - 

He durſt not ſit ther PRE liv d? 

My gratious Lord: heere * Parlement, 

Let vs aſlaile the familie of Yorke. 

North. Well haſt thou ſpoken couſen, be it ſo. 

Kung. O know you not the Cittie fauours them, 
And boy haue troopes of ſouldiers at their becke? 
Extt. But when the D. is ſlaine, ere uickly flie. 
King. Fatre be it from the thoughtes of Henries heart, 
To make a ſhambles of the . houſe. 

Coſen of Exeter, words, frovynes, and threats, 
Shall be the warres that Hentie meanes to vie. 
Thou factious _ of Yorke,deſcend my throne, 
Iam 1 | 
Tor. art — tIam chine. 
Exet. Fot ſhame come done, he made thee D. of Twks. 
Tor. T was mincinheritance as the kingdom is. 
Exe. Thy father was a traitout tothecrowne. 
War. ou art a traitour to the Crowne, 
In following this vſurping Henrie. 
Ci. Whom ſhould he followe but his naturall King? 
Mr. True Cif.and that is Riched duke of Yorke. 
King. And ſhall I and while thou ſitſt in my throne? 
Ter. Content thy ſelfe,it muſt, and ſhall be A 

FF .Beduke X Lencaiter,let him be King. 

Veſt. Why! be is both King and D. of Lancaſter, 
And that the Earle of VVeſtme: land ſiiall maintaine. 

rr. And Merce (hall diſproue it, You forget 
That we are thoſe that chaſte you from the field. 
And ſIcw your fat fer, and with colours ſpred 
Matche eh the Cittie tothe pallace gates. 

Nor. No ¶ Vurmicle | remember it to my greife, 
And by his ſoule, thou and thy houſe ſhall tue it. 

We#t. Plantagenct,of thee and ody ſonnes, 
Thy kinſmen, and thy friends, lle haue more lives, 
Then dropsot bloud were iu my fathers vaines. 

(V. Vrge it no mote, leit in revenge thereof, 


A3. 
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I ſend thee Warwicke ſuch a meſſenger, | 
As ſhall reuenge his death te! ſtirre. | 
War. Poote Clifford how 1 ſcorne th L thy wocthle(le threats. 
Yor. Will ye we ſhewe our title tot N78 


Or els our ſwordes ſhall pl lead it iu the F 
King, What title haſt Hou) . the Crowne) 
Thy father was as thou art, Duke of Tore 
Thy grandfather Roger Motrimer Earle of Merch. 
Iam the ſonne of Henrie the fift, who tamde the French, 
And made the Dolphin ſtoupe, and eandypon 6 
F ownes and prouinces. 
War. T alke ot of France fince tho! haft let! 1 4. 
Xing. The Lord pur loſt it 2 xl 9 1 
When | was crownd, I wa but nine m 
Rich. Vou ate old eno now & yet es es you loſe, 
Father teare the Crowne 4 * Videriss | 
Ed. Do ſo ſweet ſather, ſet it on in F 
Mont. Good brother, as thou low a honourſt armes, 
Lets fight it out and not N h un. 
Rich. Sound drums and Paper ck he N . f 
Tor. Peace ſonnes. 
Nr. Peace thou, and giue King Hemk leauc to ſpeake, 
Mg. Ah Plantazenet,why ſrelteſt thou ro depoſe me? 
Are we not both Tangas by birtn. 
And from two brothers lineal diſcent? 
Suppoſe by right and equitie thou be 
T hinkft thou that Iwill leaue my King 
Wherin my father and my grandſire are? 
Jo, firſt ſnall warre vnpeople this my realme, 7 
und our colours wu borne in Fraunce, 9 
And now in Eng land to our heartes great Sow | 
Shall be my winding ſheete: why faint you Lordo 
My titleꝰs better farre then his. 
N roue it Heerie, and thou ſhalt be King. 
XN Why, Henrie the ſhurth by conqueſt got the crowne 
Tor. Twas by rebellion gainſt his Soueraigne. 
Ang. I know not what to ſay my tule's weake. 
Tell me may not a King A an heir 


is 


4 


VUar, 
. | 


| 
| 
| 


Torte, and Henrie the ſoxt. 


War. What then? 

Aung. Then 2 L lawfuli King, for Richard 
The econdd in the vie of many Lords, 
Reſigode the Crowne to Henerie the fourth, 
Whoſe heire my father was and I am his. | 

Ter. I tell thee he roſe againſt him, being his Sonerai gue, 
And made him to reſigne the Crowne pertorce, 

UUar.Suppoſe my Lord he did it ynconfirainde, 
Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the Crowne? 

Exet, No,for he could not ſo refigne the 8 
But that the next heire muſt ſucceed and raigne 

Kmg. Art thou againſt vs, Duke of Exeter? 

_ is is the right, and therfore pardon me. 

l will reuolt from me and turne to him. 

Ne lantagenet for all the claime thou 22 
Thinke not king Henree ſhall be thus de 

Vir. Depoſde he ſhall be in deſpig — thee, 

Nor. Tuſh Warwicke,thou art decciued? tis not thy 
Southerne powers of & "fex,Suffolks, Nerffolke,and of Nat, 
That makes thee thus preſumptuous and 
_ 7 78 Duke vp in deſpight of me. 

King Hemie be thy title right or wrong, 
food, Chfford vowes to fight in thy defence. 
May that ground gape and ſwallow me aliue, 
Where 1 do kneele to him that ſlew my father, 

Ning. O Clfford,how thy words teuiue my ſoule. 

Yor. Henrie of Lancaſter reſigne thy crowne. 

What mutter you, or what conſpire you Lords? 
. Do right vnto this princely Duke of Yorks, 
Or I will fill che hgyſe with armed men, * 
Enter Souldiers. 
And ouer the Chaire of ſtate where now he fits, 
Write vp his title with thy vſurping bloud, 

King. O Huus Ke, heate me ſpgake, © 
Let me butraigne in quiet whillt I live. 

Tor. Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine heires, 
Aud thou ſhalt raigne in quiet whillt thou liv'ſt, 

Kung. Conuaie the Souldiers hence, and then I will. 


A 4 ETA We. 


| | 5 


The 7 andere D 47 
DO. Captaine, conduct hem into 90 ds v.48 
Chf. What wrong is this ynto the Prince your Sonne? 
UUx, What good is this for and hifelfe? . 


N ”thum,'Baie are cpu e * 
e 


Ci. How haſt thou 

Del. I cannpr ſtay to 92 Furs 

C. Nor Ia Come,colen ſe to go tell <Q ne... [+1 
 Northum, Be thoua praicymco the hou ule of *. 
And die in bands for this nkingly deed, | | 

Cl. In dreadtoll 9 7x4 be ouercome, . 
Or liue in feace abandond 20 cps (des. 1d! Loh 

Exer. They ſeek revengeoſer| fore will Por yer gk 

Mn. Ah Exce 9 

ih y Lock 47 


UUar,W' 8 | 
1y (hould you CE Ten nya, 


Fo 
King. Not for my ſelfe , 
Whom ! ynnarurally ape di iner 
But be it as it may yl heere intaile the'Crowne. | 
To thee and to thine heires,conditionally, - | 
That heere thou take thin 1 theſe chuil! broiles, 
And whilſt I liue to me as thy Ki * 
Yor. That oath I willin gly take 2 wall 
DO. Long liue King fam Planta 
Ring. And long . — thou and all thy 


4 


Tor. Now Yorke and ancaht er are ne jo phe 

Exe, Accurlt be het [fe to make them foes, | - | 
Sound T rumpers. | | 

Yor. My Lord Ile take my leque,for ile to Wakefield | 

To my caſtell. Ex Torks,and his ſonnes 


2 , And lle keepe Londen with my Souldiers. Exit. 

Nef, And Ile to Norfolkewiith wy follgwers. Eser. 

eHont, And | co ſea from whence I came. | | Exits 

Enter the Queene aud the Ty ince.. ; | 
Exer. My DN comes * Git Neale Way. 
And ſo will. 

Queene. Nay ſtaie, ot elſt follow thee. || 

Kmg. Be patient gentle Queene,and then lle ſtaig. 

Queine. What pa tience cap there be} ab timetous man, 
Thou halt vndoone thy ies "y * mi 


And 
D 


Yorks und Hlenvie he fal r 
And gi eee wall. 
Art thou King, and wilæ he forſt Een 
Had [ been there he Souldirrs ſhoul 
Me on their Launecs | 
Graunted to their alles. The 
Protector of the Land: | 
Commaundesthe narrow Seas. 
To ſleepe ſecure? 1 mee | 
From thy bet, vnei = 
Be recalde, wherein thou yerldel to the — EIN 1 
The Northen Lordes that 


= 
And ſpread e ſhall. vnta thy —.— ? 


Will follow mine, if onee 
S n and leaue 


85 t, to be murdred by his enemies. | 
ben ] returne with vctorie from the'fielde, | 
1 0 8 dillchen, Ile follow he. Exit. 


Revengek may ſhe be on dtd Dake,” 


Come coſen Exeter, ſtay thou hetre, - 
For Cliffrdand thoſe Northen Lordes be gane 


| Ifearere ande: Wakefielde, to ilurle che Duke. / 
D o- Ai 
ins Edvardnd deten, | 
E Fre 5 atid ooſen· i auague q iue me teane to ſpealte. 
Rich. ay, leanderdes the Ot ator. ; | 
Anti But I haue reaſons dag and forceable. e 12 
orn. Gn Writ ho 1 N 12. a 25 
Ent the Diu et 8 2 
Ver. Ho cry hrs v eatery ice 
Ric. No father, but a ſweere contention, about that which 
concernes Won os ws wer ot Eagle 2787 E 
York. The bay? aue = 
And lhauc iv opera bledeat.” 
4 | 


. 
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Edv. But I would breake an hundred oathes to raigne one 
Rich. And if it pleaſe your grace to giue me leaue, (yeare. 
Ile ſhew your the way to ſoue your oath. 
And diſpoſſeſſe king Henry from the Crowne. | 
Ter. I prethee Dick let me heate thy deuiſe. 
Rich. hen thus my op An. ann is of no moment 
Being not ſworne betore a la wfull Magiſtratet- 


Hanrie is SIR doth vſu ur right, 
bound whimby ach. 


And yet your grace ſtands 
Then, no 1 teſolue your ſelſe, 
And once more claime che Crowne, | 
Yor. I, ſaieſt thou ſo why then it ſhall be b, 
Iam teſolued to win the crowneor die. 
Edward, thou ſhalt to Emm Brocke Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentyſbmen will willingly riſe: . 
Thou coſen Admtague,ſhalt to Norfoke ſtrai ghe, 
And bid the Dake to muſter vp his fouldjers, | 
And come to me to Wakefield reſencly. | 
And Richard, chou to London 12 ght ſhale 25 
And bid Richard Newl Earle of Warwicks 
To leaue the Citte: and with his men of War, 
Jo meet me at faint Alborsten daies hence, | 
My ſelfe hecte in Sandal caltle will prouide 
Both menand money to furder qur . 
Now what newest Enter a Meſſenger, 
Aleſ.My Lord, the Aleene wi chirtie chowland men, 
Accompanied with the Eatles of ( unberl md, 
Northumberland, and Weſtmerland,and others of the 
Houſeof Lavcafter,arc matching towards Wakefield, 
To beſiedge you in your Cafile hee * 


Enter Sm fobn 4 Si Hugh alem, 
e. A Gods name let them come, | Couſen Monta- 
you honeys and boies, ſtay you with me, 


T 
ge Pp 
Sir Jobn and Sir Hugb « Mortimers minevncles, 


Y*are welcome to Sndal in an happy houre, | 
The armie of thx Queene means to belipage va. 


Sir 


Terię, and Henrie the fis. 
Ser John. She (hal not need my Lord. weele meet ber in the 
Ter. What with ſiue thouſand ſouldiers vncle? (field. 
Rich. I father, with five hundred for a need, 
A woman's general, hat ſhould you feare 
Ter. Indeed many brave —.— haue I won 
In N, when as the enemie 
Hach bin ten to one: and why ſhould I now doubt 
Ofthe like ſucceſſeꝰl am teſolu'd : Come lets go. | 
Eav. Lets martch away. I heare their drums, Een 


6 ug Earle of 
| Rutlend,and Tr 5 g 
Tate. Oh flie my Lord, lets leaue the Caſlle, 
And flie to Wakefield ſtraight. | 
Excer Clifford, , 
Rur. O Tutor looke where bloody Mrd comes. 


M. Chaplin nn; Torn ſaues thy lifes 
As for the brat of chat ac Duke 
Whole father ſlew my father,he-ſbal die. 
T «tor. Oh Clifford oats chis tender Lord, leaſt heauen 
Reuenge it on thy head: Oh ſaue his life. _ - 
Clif.Souldiers awaie, and drag him hence perforce: 
Awaie wich che villaine. 1 Exit the Chaplim 
How now,what dead already? ot is ic feare that 
Makes him cloſe his cies? Ile open them, 
Rur. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the lambe, 
And ſo he walkes inſulting ouer his praie. | 
And ſo he turnes againe to tend hislimbes in ſunder: 
Oh (afford, kill me wich chy ſword, and 
Nat with ſuch a eruꝶi — looke. 
I am to meane a ſubiect for thy wrath, 
Be thou reuengd on men and 2 liue. 
Cif.In vaine thou ſpeakeſt poore boy: my fathers b 
Hath ſtopt the paſſage where — — $ ſhould enter. 
Nut. Ihen bn my fathers blood ope it againe, 
Se d, cope with him. 
Clif. Had I thy Brethren their lives and thine | 
Were not revenge —_— for me. 
2. 


— 4 — —— —— * ** a 1 ah 
” . . ” 


8 Thy father hath.*” 1 


Leaſt in reuenge thereof, ſith God ' uſt, 


Ob, let me hut in priſon 
And when I giue ocaſion of 


Congeald wich his, do make Ie 


TheT ragedieaf Richard D of | 9 


Or ſhould 1 dig cee Faues, * | 
And bang their tote cbffinv vp inchaineti 


It could not balance ſe my wo 


0 * 
% #< 0 7 38 , 
* * 0 


33000 


The ſight of any of the houſe of T N 
Is as 2 — to totment my ſoule· 
Therfore till I roote out that eines, * l 
And leaue not une ot eatch lle hue in hel det 2 
Rut. O let me ray,before [take my death, Ab 
To chee I praie, ſweet f Mrd pittie me. 
Clif. Iſuch pittie as my rapiers point afolides. | 
Rut, I neter did thee burt, wherefore wile thou 1 me? 


1 [8 ? - 


Ret. But tw I was 5 x86 wh 0 
Thou halt one ſonne, for his lake pittie me, 


Hebe as milertblielaine art. LA 1 


Then let me die, for non a 
Chf. No cvuſe? Thy Father | Any father ter ahrcore iy 
P lantavenet, come Plantagenct, ;g | 


And this thy Sormes blood | el. | $5 
Shallruſt v my weapon, lth 1 | | 


cn 


Exit, 


eAlarmes. Emer the Duke of roll 125 

Ter. Ah 1 aſt tot ole Liner, thy 
The gonle is lol ft. chowh ſeof Lipicaſter, | 
Thijs happie chaunce it r thee 22 7 
T hat heauen abridgde my daies and call@nc hence 


But Cod k1owes what chautice hath betide iny abe 
But this oy they f 10 mit | 


3 


Like aber ne to rend ene ox death: IE ES 
Turee Ames this daie came Re — to my fi ſi ghe,* MW 
And cried e | mew, death. | 

Ard twice G oft came £4 tom 


Wich purple Faulchen pat 


In blood oſthoſe whom ay 


58 80 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt, 


O harke, L heare the Drummes: No way to ſlie? 
Noe way to ſaue my life? And heeve am | 


And here my lite mult end. 
E neer thy £ Seen 


| J. 22 e LE 
Come — h. Mertiamberlnd. 
I dare your 2222 all 
This is the u, and chis abides y N 
North. Yeeld to our mercies proud] Plantagenet. 6.4 
cl co ſuch mertie as his turbtull atme und id 
With downe right payment; lent vnto my tatbeerr,,ſ 
Now Phaeton hath —_—— mY; 
And made an eue ning at the noonetide pricke Thy 
Yor, M y aſhes ike the Premx; may bong oorth 151 
Able bee e it on you all, 12 [ * 
And in chat hope mine cies to heauen, 4 Y 
Coming wha ̃ — hich t % 
Why eee ee 4 
(M. So cowards fight when n hey can flieno lengen 7 
So Doues do packe che Rauens pierſing talent: 
So deſperace throes all hopeleſle of cx hae, Ng oi 
Breath our inuectiues gaimit the officers, - N 5 
Yorks, Oh Cuſferd, yet bethinke thee once againe, 
And in thy minde orerun my former time: 
And bode yrongur tha unde h with cowardiſe, 
Whole vetie loo ere this,” . 
Cl eee eee word, 
| ir cb for one. 


— — Ciſford, ſor a houland cauſes, 
I w e traitouts life a while. 


16 — ok deafe, ſpeake thou Northumbi land. 
Hase ee ae 

Top pricke thy ftinger,chough to wound tus hc di 2. * 

What valour wete it when a curredorh gim, n 


For one to thruſt hie hund Derwene his ks, 
When he might ſputne him with his thote away? 


Tho wart es ptiſe to take all aduamages, , / v7 
E * | 


| Yorke cannot {peake,ynleſſe he 


T he T ragedie my a d D, "ls 


And ten to one, is no impeach i in Warres, 
Fight, and take hm. 
© I, I, ſo ſtriues che Woo: ebtke with the gin. 

New, 85 doch the Cun me ſtruggle wich che Net. 

York. So triurphes Theeues ypon their conquered booty, 
So true men yeeld by robbers ouet-match "BY BY 
Noth, What will your grace haue done with him. 

Queen. Braue warriours, Clfordand Northumberland. 
Come make him (tand vpon this Moulctull here, | 
That aymde at Mountaines with putſtrerched arme, 
And parted but the ſhaddow with | - 
Was it you that revelde in our Path 


iam ent, 


And made a preachment of ee gh deſcent? 


Where are your tneſſe of Sonnesto 1 you now? 
The wanton Edd, an dthè luſtie | 

Or where is thac yaliant Crookevacht — 
Dick y your Boy, that with his grumbling voce, 
Was wont to cheate his Dad in/aqutenies?. | 
Oc amongſt the reſt, xhete is your darlin g Nl 
Looke Yorke; 1 dipt this Napkin'in the blood * 

T hat valiant Cord with his Roger poyne, | 
Made iſſue from the booſome of thy| Boyz 
Andifthine eyes can water for his denth, 

I giue thee this, ta dry thy cheekes withall. | 

Alas poore Yorke, But that l bate thee much, 

I ſhould lament thy miſerable ſtate: 

I prethce gricue,to make me merr) Terle: | 
Stampe raue, and fret, that l pa ing and dayace. 


What hath thy fierie hart ſo partche thine entrailes, 
That not a teat̃e can fall for Rurſend death? | 
Thou wonld(t be feede I ſee to in : 


a ake me ſport; 


A. Crowne for Yorke? and Lords 0 
So: hold yu his hands while Id ſer] it on. 
L now lookes he likea King, | | | 
T his is he that tooke Kin Debs Chaire, | | 

And this is he wag his opted ef | 
But how is it that great Plantagence 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 
Is crownd ſo ſoone, and broke his — 
As bethinke me, you ſhould not be King, 
Till out Henrie had ſhooke hands with death - 
And will you impale your head with Heuries glotie, 
And robbe his temples oſ the Diadem 
Now in his life, againſt your holy oath? 
Oh, tis a fault too too yapardonable, N 
Off with the Crowne, aud with the Crowne his head, 
And whilt we breath, take timeto doe him dead. 
Cliſ. Thats my office, for my father death. 
Queen. Vet ſlay, and lets heare the Oriſons he makes. 
Terb. She wolfe of France, but worſe than wolues of France, 
Whoſe tongue more poyſon'd than the Adders tooth? 
How ill beſeeming is it in thy ſexe. 
To triumph like an Amazomar trull 
Vpon his woes, whom Fortune captinates? 
But that thy face is vizard like, vnchanging, 
Made impudeunt by vie of euill deedes: 
I would aſſay, proud Queene to make thee bluſh: 
To tell thee of whence thou att, from whom deriu'de, 
T were ſhame enough to ſhame thee, wert thou not ſhamles, 
IT hy father beares the tipe of King of Naples, | 
Of both the Sale and Jeruſalem, 
Let not ſo wealthie as an Engliſh Yeoman. 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to inſult? 
It needes not, or it bootes thee not proude Queene, 
Vnleſſe the Adage mult be vetefide, 
That Beggers mounted,runnethcir horſe to death. 
T is beautie, chat oft makes women proud, 
But God he wotg,thy ſhare thereof is ſmall. 
Lis gouernement, that makes them molt admirde, 
The contrarie doth make thee wondred at. 
Tis vertue makes them ſeeme devine, 9 
The want thereof makes thee abhominable, 
Thou art as oppoſite to euery good, 
As the Antpedes are vnto vs: | 
Or as the South to the Septenttion. 
Oh Tygers hart, wrapt in a womans hide! 
B 4- How 


- 


Th: [radi "Py 9. C. 

Ho v coulaſt thou dtaine no lif b oudofthe 44. 91541 
To bid the father wipe his eyes 6.77% 6 
And yet be ſeene to beate a NC 
Women are mul de,pitrifall, 1d 
"Thou indurate,ſterne,tough; 
Bids thou me rage? why no! tl 
Would haue me wee _— yi 
For rageing windes b 
And when therage elch 
Theſe teares are jo un 
And euery drop 
Qnthte HC Er al 

Nth. oy Ae anner 10 
As hardly canT checks min 

Yorke, That face of * 
Could not haue toacht;we 
But you are more inhum 
O ten times mote then 
See ruchſeſſe Queene 
This cloth thou dipts in bloud 
And loc, wick teates I waft the blov 
Keepe thou the Napkin,and £ 
And if thou tell the heauie 


enn 


1 oy - 
» £2 


Vpon my ſoule, che hearers wv} pearl rezres, | | 
J euen my foes will ſhed faſt f allig g tearef, | / 
And ſay: Alas it was a pirteous detd --- bore 2 


Here, take the Crowne; a oe weve ag 
And in chy need,fuch 2 Im ry Sv 54 þs] 
As how I reape at thy tv] hand. K! 
Hard-horted C d take me ' rhe whrlde, | 
My ſoule to heauen my bl: 1 heads. | 554 
North Hadh e bin flaughr | . 1 b. 
42008 8 chuſe but weepe with bim cole 18 


How mn! anger gripeshig hart. | 
Quer. Whit weeping ripe, thy Lord Meile. 
vs 2 y 


Think but vpon the wrong he 
And that will quickly drie your m:Jting 


C5 : Thears for mine ot 


3 
© . ? 


Torte, and Henrie the fixts 
ow. And 8 to right our gentle harted kind. 


gates of mercie gratious God, 
My oh ies ads to meet with thee. 
ue. Off with hia head and {et it. on Yorke Gates, 


SoTorks may ouerlooke the towne of org.» Eau em. 


Eng Edward and Richerd, with drum 
Aft 22 gbr ad hopled 

Ed. After this t and hapleſſe warre, 
How doth my noblebrother Richard fare? F | 
Reb. I cannot joy vntill 1.be refolu'd, 

Where our right valient father is . 
How often did I ſee him beate himſelſe, 
As doth a Lion midſt a hearde of neate, 
So fled hit Enemies our valient father, . 
Me thinkes ti pride enoughto be his Sonne. 
T bre Sime e in the ate. 
Ed. Loe how the morai opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewell of the Sunne, 
Daſell mine eies ? or do I ſec three Sunnes? 

Rich. Three glorious Suns, not ſcperated by a racking 
Bur ſeuered in a pale clecre ſhining skie.. + (cloude; 
See, ſeegthey ioyne,cmbrace,and ſeeme to kiſſe, 

As ifthey ——— ſome league inuiol ate: 
Novy are they but one lampe, one light, one Sunne, 
In this the heauens doth ſome euent. 

Ew. I chinke it cites vs brother to the field, 
That we the Sonnesofbraue P/ 


as fag yne in one and overpeere the world, 
As this the earth, and therefore bence forward, 
lle beare ypon my Target. three faire ſhining Sunnes, 
But whit art thou that lookeſt ſo heauilie? 
Ae Oh one that was a wofull looker on, : 
When as the noble Duke of Torke was flaine. 
Edu Oh ſpeake no more, for I can heareno more. 
Reb, Tell: on —— „for I will heare it all. 


Ne When as the noble 175 was put to flight, 


And 


2 * — 22 


2 each one ſhining by 7-6. my 1 ty 
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And then purſude by Clfor and the des 112 5 oþ 
Aud many ſouldicts moegyhd all at o 0 
Let drive at him, and torttzh Du = is 
And then they ict him ond dulhlll ther 
And — gratious Due in ugly diſpigi rt 
Who chen with teares began ro aile his fall. 
Theruthleile Queen pers pg did ee pe, 
Gaue hit a handkercher to v bis eyes, 
Di eien ; ng @aked 1) 111 115 
Bye rough Clifford ſlaine : u betbe &yp 510 ; 
Then through his beltellay ry mats yg 
Whelikea Lambe ddt hersſeete.. 
Then on the gates of Jar led che ep! t his head, 
And chere it doth remaine . the pi oous pectacle | 

I haterewinecies beheld; 1 7 tho 07 30 

Edv. Sweet Duke od akgourproppetoleanevpon, - 
N o chou art gone, there bs a0 petorvs: | | 
Now my Hules pallace is! a priſon, 
Oh would ſhe breake from camp: le of! 2 behalt, 
For neuer ſhall | haue more iy. 

Necb. I cannot weepe,for all al bende s 


Scarie letues to quench my turna cburniog heart. 

I cannot joy till this white roſe be dide, | * * 
Euen in the heart bloud of the hquſe ot Lancaſter, 
Nec hard, I beate thy name, and 

Or die my ſelte in ſeeking ofreu 

Ed. His name;that valient 
His chaire and Dukedome;th, 
Rich. Nay,if thou be har pyin 51 Ea 4 
She thy diſent by gazeing gainſt the qunne. 
For C haire,and n | 1 ae 


Enter the Een 71 1 | | 
WI um, ancien N es . 
War. How now: fare l. rd: | hedferetaite newes =- 


Reb. Ah gentle Vun 


With pronuſe of, 


Terbe, and Henrie the ſixt.. 


The balefull ne es and at e wordes * e 
Stab poniardes in our Mall were tould: | 


The words would adde more anguiſh thea the woundes 


Ah valient Lord, the Dole of Torke is ſlaine. 
Eaw. Ab VP arwicke SV arwicks, that Plauagenet, 


3 held thee cn Of as his — 
Is by the ſterne Lor done t 145 
V. Ten daies agoe, I dio . tears, 


oy now 4 adde ok = 
come to $ ince 
After the memes at Ty, 
Where your Braue te: 
Tidings as\wiftli 
Was brought mg, your US 
I. then in Landon, keeperal.the Ki 
Muſtred my fouldiers, gathers 
And vetie well * 
Matcht to ſ 


. 


Jm 
= TRY 


That robde my — 
Or whether twas = 25 
Ot more then commo feate o Cor 


Who thunders to his Capraines bigud and W 
I cannot tell: But to 8 ude with truch, F 


Their weapo lighter 
Qur Souldicrs Mieten 245 

Or like an idle dieſer? Fig 
Fell gently downe as 
I cheerd them v he 07 
* 7 8 an 


» & 


rigor, ., 


— 
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But all in vaine, they had no he 5 to fight, 


Nor we in them t16 hope eo Win. | e day, 


So iliat we fled, The King vntoſthe Queenk, | 
Lord Georg: your brother, Ve e,and my elfe, 
In bait, poſt haſt, are come to oyne with y bo 
For in che marches heere we bez d you w 
Makiog an other head, to fight againe. * 
aw. Ihankees gentle Wa 1 
How farte henc N Duke wit his 
And when came etrom Buy e 
N. Some five off the D eh wl 
But as for your Del he was lately ſent 


| 
| 
[ 


I 


From your — Aunt, Dutches e 3 5 
With aide ot ſouldiets gainſt this dfult v | 
Rich. T was 0ds belle when yz ne Warm fled. 
Of: haue I heard red vary 1 pt 1 1 
But nere till no, thy fcandall'oft erite, | | 
War. Nor now,my Randall . , Joſt thou h care? 
For chou ſhaltknowe that rig phe hand of mine, 
Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henries head, 


A's, 


And v wring the awtull ere It his fiſts | | oh | | 


Were he as famous and as bold ir emp | 
As he is tamde for mildneile, peac and raier, | 


Rich. I know it well Lord N me me not, 
T was loue 1 bate thy glories, made me ie peake. 
But in this Wc me, u 12 0 be done? j 
Shall we goe throw away our Coates 2 ficele? 
And clad our bodies in black mot prnjog ownes, | 
Numbring our nr with c bea ey 
Or ſhall we on the helmets of 1 | 


Tell our devotion, withreuengfu 
It tor the laſt, ſaie Land to it Lo Us. 
War, Why for IPA . 
And therfore c | 
Attend me Lords, che roudidf | 
With Clifford andthe haughr 2 N hu 
And of che it feather many mo p 
Hue. wrought the eaſie meking | 


e 


Torke, and Henrie the ſixt.. 1 Ag. 


He ſware conſent to your lucceſvion, 
His oath mrolled in the Parliament. 
But now to London all the crew are gone, 
To truſterate hus oath, ot what beſides 
May make againſt the houſe of Laneaffer, 
Their power | geſle them fittie thouſand ſtrong, 
Nou at the helpe ot Norfoke,and wt, 
Can but amount to 4. thouland, | 
With all che friends that thou braue Earle of Mach, 
Among che louing Welchen canſt procure, 
Why via, To London will we march/amaine, 
And once againe beſtride our foaming ſteedez, 
And once againe crie charge vpon che Foe, 
But neuer once againe turne back and flie. 
Reb. I. now me thin kes I heare great Warwick Perle 
Nere may he liue to ſee a ſunſhine day, 


That cries retire, when Warwicke bids in ſtay. 


Edw. Lord Warwicke,on thy thoul 0 


And hen thou faint ' ſt.muſt Eavard fall: 
Which perill heauen fotefend. 
| x VV. No longet Earle n Duke erbt, 
he next d u toy 8 
And Kin 85 ee «Ela thou be ande 
In euerie Bu as we paſſe along: | 
And he that caſts not vp his cappetor joy, 
Shall for th'offence forfeit ofhis head. 
King Edward, valient Richad,e Montague, 
Stay we no longer of renowne, 
Bur reac to effect theſe or: 


Emer a Me 

IM Duke of Nxol oe word by me, 
| 115. ene is comming with a puiſſant power, 
And craves your company for ſpeedy councell, 


VVar. A then it for brauc Lords, Lets march away. 
| t Exeunt Omnes. 


"Ch. Enter 


| 
Fr 
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Enter the, Kino and nine] vnde Edi a, and the Nor- 
thren Euler, wi Drumme and Spuldizrs. 

Queer, Welcome my Lordito this braue towne of Yorke, 
Yonder's-the head of that ambitious engmie 
That ſought to be impaled \ 4 your . 
Doch not the obiect pleaſe your tie my [ Lotdꝰ 

Xi. . Euen as the rocks pleaſe them that feare their wracke. 
Witold reuenge deate Jop'! not my fault, 
Nor wittingly haue I infring my vow. 
C My gratious Lord this too ci enitie, 
And harmefull pictie muſt belaide aſide, 
'To whom do Lyons caſt their gentle lopkes? þ 
Not to the beat? * wouldl vſurpe his den. 
Whoſe hand is that the ſauage Beare doth lte? 
Not lis,that Phe, his young before his face. 
Who ſcapes the lurking Se 
Not he that ſeis his ſoote 'o her backe. W 
The ſmalleſt Woorme wi 550 troden ont h 
And Doues will pecke, in re cue pf thei ode W Ste 
Ambitious Yorke did leuell at thy Crowne, „ 
Thou ſmy ling, while he Knit his gogry bfowes. OS 
Hee but 2 Duke, would hauchis onne a ing. r Oy 
And raife hisiſſuc ike a lo Wy -- | 2 9h 
Thou being aKing,bleſt oh "| a goodiyſonne, 
Did? giue conſent to disinher ite him; 
Which, argue thee a moſꝭ ynnat a. facher. 
Vureaſonable creatures e heir young, 


n oor fling? - 


And though mans face be {tro cheic ey mY 
Yetin proteion of their renger ones, 


ith Rok ſame Kings 


Who hath not ſeene them enen 


Which they haue ſometime vſde in feareſull flight, 
Make warre with him, that climes vnto their ne 
Offring their owneliaes, a their young deferice? 


: 


For ſhame my L d, make your Pri ident: | 
Were it not pittie that this goody Boy, | - | 
Should loſe his birch- right through his fathers faulc? 
And long hereafter ſay vnto * ** 

What 


re 


| | 
! . 


: 
; 
þ þ | 
; ' 
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/ | 
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| 


And in chat qua 


Comes Warwicke bac king of the Duke of Tor le; 
And in the Townes whereas they paſſe along, 


Yorke, and Henrie the ert. 

What my great Grandiather and Grandlire got, 
My caxcictle father, fondly gaue away? * 
Looke on the Boy, and let us manly face, 
Which promiteth/tucceſlefull fortune to ys all, 
Steele thy melting thoughts, [- 
To keepe thine owne,and leaue thine owne with bim. 

Kung. Full well hath Clifford playde the Orator, 
Inferring argumears of nughiie force, 
But tell me, didſt thou neuer yet heare tell, 
That thinges euill got, had euet bad ſuegeſſe; 


* 


And happie euer was it for that ſonne, 4 ed] 


Whole tather for his hoordinig, went to hell? 


I leaue my ſonne my vertuous deedes behind, 

And would my tather had lett me no more:; 
For all che reit is helde at ſucha tate, 

As as kes a thouland times ore care to kespe, 
Then may the pteſent profite counteruaile. 

Ah colen Torke,would thy beſt triendes did know, 
How it doth grieve me,thatthy head ſtandes there. 

Quer. My Lord, this harmetul pittie makes your followers 
You promiſu knigti od to your princely ſonne, (faint 
Vnſheath your tword,and (iraight do bub him Knight. 
Kneele downe Eawerd. amn 

Aung. Eaward Plantagenet, atiſe a Knight, 

And leatne this leſſon Boy, Draw thy ſword in tight. 

Prmc. My gratious father, by your kingly leaue, 
Ile draw it as apparant to the Crowne, 
rrell vie it to the death. 

Noth. Why that is ſpoken like a toward Prince.” 

Enter a Mefenger. © | 

e Hef. Royall Commaunders, be in readineſle, 

For with a band offiftiethouſand men, 


Proclaymes him King, and many flies to bim: 
Prepare your Battailes, for they bh at hand, 
Chf. 1 would your Highneſle would depart the field, 
The Queene hath belt ſucceſſe when you are abſent. 95 
0 | 7 uneen, 


— 2 a < i” @- . 
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For as we heare, you that ate Ki 


T he Tragedie of Richard D. of S 
Quer. Do good my Lord, and leaue vs to our 
— Why I my aeg lle thay ſu. || 


CiiFord, Be it with reſolution then to fight. 


Prince. Good father cheere theſe noble edes, 
Vaſheath your ſword, ſweete father cry Sn G 


C. Puch we our Battell here. for mou we iſnot moue 
| Enter the bins 15 008 
Fav. No periurd Hemry,wilt t yeel ty Crowne 


And kneele for mercy at thy Soueraignes 
Q nee, Goerate ty minions.proud nan of 
Becomes it thee to be thus malepert, 
Before thy King and lawtull Sa eraigne / 
Edw. I am his King. and he (hould bend his nee, 
Iwas adopted heire by his conſent. 
Georg. Since when, he hath Tb his oth, 


Though he do weare the Cr 
Haue cauſde him by new act ny 
To blot our N out, and put onne | ö 
C And reaſon George, W . lucceed father, 
but the ſonne? | | | 75 f 
Rich. Are you their butcher? | 7 — 
(uf | Crookback here | ſtand to a weret] or your 
/ Rich, T was you that kild young uli ud, wat it | 
Clif. Tes, and olde T too, a 455 . 
Rich. For Gods ſake Lordes, giue ſynald tothe fit 
V. What ſayſt thou 2 er. yeeld thy ae 
ueen. Wat, long tongde re you f peake! | 
hen you and l mer at Saint laſt; : 
Your legges did better ſeruice * your handes. 
Mere. I, theut vas my turne ti the, but now tis thine, 
Cif. You ſayd ſo much before, and yet you fled. 
IWzr.T was not your vallout CH ard. chat droue me thence. 
Noerthum. No, not your manhood | erwick, chat could make 
ou ſta | | 
Ric M North winkerland, Ne und. we agar fri y 
uerently. Breake off the en ine the 


ſcarſe I can ref 


F 


Yorke, and Heorie the ſit. 
execution of my 45> hey wt that Chiffurd ber | 
Rr 20 


1 
tiles 


As chou didit keill onr ti Rutland, | 

But ere Sunne ſer Ile makechee curſſe che deed. | (lpeake, 
King. Haue done with w Lordi, and heate me 

_ Defie chem then, or els hold cloſe thy lips, - 


I prethee give no limits to * 
lam 2 — 


kitdthy Facher,callt des im elde 


a trecherous comard, 
brother 


and preuiledgde ro 2 
CH. My Lord, bred this meeting 
Cannot be cur'd with wordes,therefor 
Rich, Then Executioner ——_— 
That nere (hall vnleſſe N 
Wa. In — thy head, 
Pei. If all be ri Ache Warm ke (: 
There is no ke bo: all 
For well I wot,thou haſt thx —— ag 
Quee, But thou art neither like thy 3 
Marke by the deſtiniea to be auoĩded 
As venome Toades, or Lizards lookes. 
Thy Father —— 
As if a channell be calde the Sea; 
To patlie thus with Englands lawfull heires?- 
Edw. A wiipeof ſttawe were worth a thouſand crowaes, 
Thy husbands Father reueld in che heart of Fraumce, 
And tamde the French, and made the Daplin ſtoope: 


the wound 

15 
For Torke in iuſtice puts his armour 

Rich. Whoſoeuer got thee. tf alien 
Pur hke a foule miſhapen Stygmaticke, 

Rich. Iron of Naples hid with Engliſh gilt, 
Sham'ſt not, m whence thou att deriu'de, 
Lo make that ſhameleſle Caller knowher (elfe, 
And had he match * ebend 


He 


45 
FR 
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He might haue kept that glorie till this day. 
But when he tooke a beggert his bed, 
And gtac'd thy poore ſire withthis bridall day: 
T hen that ſun- ſhine bred a ſh wr for him, 
Wich waſht his fathers fortu es out of Fraunce, 
And heapt editions on his crowne at home. 
For what hath mouꝰd theſe turpules but thy pride? 
Ia dil thou bin meeke, our title yet had ſlept, 
And we in pittie of the gentle King, 
Had ſliꝑt our claime vntill an dther age. 
George. But when we flaw ou r Sommer brought the gaine, 
Aud that the harueſt brought no encteale, 
We let the axe to thy vſurpin 0 | 
And though the edge haue ſoſnthing hit qur ſelues, 
Yet knowt thou,we will neuer ceaſe to {trike, 
Till we haue hewen thee downe, | 
Ot _ thy growing with our heated bloods, 
av. And in this reſolution I defae thee, 
"Yi willing any longer conference, 
Since thou deniel? the gentle King to ſpike. 
Sound trumpets, let our blouddic collours wane, 
Aud either victorie, or elſe a ö 
Qucene. Stare Ea ard Najes 
Fade. Hence wrangling woman, Ile np o longer ſtaie, 
Thy words will coſt ten thouſan lives today. 


1 


— 


E xeunt Omnes, | | Alemes 
Enter VV, W. e. | 
r. Sore ſpent with toile,as runners with the race, 
Ilay me downe a litle while tb breath, | 


or tekes teceiu'd, and man blowes repaide, 
Hath robde my Qrong knit finewes oftheir 2 
And force per "force needes 2 Iyeeld my {cl 

2 Eater Edward. | 

Ed. Smile geatle heauery s, or ſtrike vngentle death| 

T hat we may die, vnleſſe we paine the dae. 
What fatall ſtarre malignant frownes trom heauen, 
Vponthe harmleſle line of Tyrkes true houſe? | 

Enter George, | 


H 
k 


= | | George, 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixr. 


Geor, Come brother, come, lets to the field againe, 
For yet theres hope enough to win the daiet 
Then let vs backe to cheere our fainting troopes, 
Leſt they retire now we haue left the field. 
War. How now my Lords? what hap,what hope of good? 
Enter Richard running, | © | 
Ric h. Ah VViarwicke,why halt thou withdrawne thy fe; 
Thy noble tather in the thickelt throngs, 
Cride (till for Warwrcke his thrice valieht ſonne, 
Vntill with choutand ſwords he was belet, 
And manic wouudes made in his aged breſt 
And as he totering late ypon his ſteede, 
He wat his hand to me andcried aloud 
hard, commend me to my valient ſonne. 
And (till he ctied, V, reuenge my death, 
And with thoſe words he tumbled of his horle, 
And fo the noble Subarie gaue vp the Ghoit. 
V. Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 
Ile kill my horſe becauſe I will not flic: 
And heere to God of heauen I make à vow, 
Neuer to paſſe from forth this bloody field, 
Till Iam tull reuenged for his death. | 

Eaw. Lord Warwicke,l doe bende my knees with thine, 

And in that vow, now ioyne my ſoule to thee, 
I hou ſetter yp and puller downe of Kinges, 
Vouchlaſe a gentle victorie to vs, 

Or let vs dic before we looſe the day. 

Georg. Then let vs haſte to cheare the Souldiers harts, 
And call them pillers that will ſtandto ys, 1 
And highly gromiſe to temunerate 
I heir truſtie ſeruice, in theſe dangerous warres. 

Rich, Come, come away, and ſtand not to debate, 
For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers/giue me your handes, and let ys part, 
And take our leaues, yntill we meete againe, 
Where ete it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuet we pt, now melt in woe, 


To ke thele dite niſhaps continue fo. Warwighe farewell. 
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Vu. Away, away, once mote fweet Lords farewell. 
| | Exqam ror es 
Alarmes,and then enter Richard at bu dor 
and Clifford at an other, | 
Rich, A Clifford a ( ford. | 
Clif. A Ric hard a Ric hard. | 
Rich. Now Clifford, for Yorke and young Rule den 


This thirſtie ſword that longs to drinke ch bloud, 
Shall loppe thy limbes,and ſlice thy curſed heart, 
For to reuenge che murthets thou haſt made. 

Clif. Now Richard, | am with thee here alone, | 
This is che hand that ſlabd thy father Torke, | 


And this the hand that ſlew thy brother Rarlord: | 
And becr's the heart that triumphs in their deaths, 
And cheeres theſe hands that ſſew|thy fire and * 


To execute the like vpon thy mY | 

And to haue at thee. 1 N c 4 
eAlarmes they fitht and then inter- Wale endyeſcas 

Richard, and then Exeihut omnes. Alarmes| 


ill aud then enten Henrie ſolus. 
Hen. Oh gratious God of heauen loole done on vs 
And ſet ſome endes to theſe inteilant grieſes, 
How like a maſtleſſe ſhip vpoꝶ the Seas, 
This wofull battaile doth coutinue ſtills | 
Now leaning this way, now to that fide drive, 
And none doth know to whome the day will 
O would my death might ſtay theſe cruell jatteu 
Would | had neuer raignde,nar nere bin king. 
Aa gret and Clif/ord,chide me from the field. 
Swearing they had beſt ſucceſſe when I was thence: 
Would God that I were dead, ſo all were well, 
Or would my crowne ſuffice, I were content, 
To yeeld it chem and liue a private life. 


Enter a Sculdicr with a dead man in his armez 
Soul. Ill blowes the wind that profits nobodie, 
This man that I haue ſlaine jn fight to day 


May be poſſeſſed of ſome leet of zn 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 
And I will ſearch to finde them if l can, 
But tay: me thinkes it is my tathers face, 
Oh l, tis he whom I haue ſlaine in fight, 
From London was I preſt out by the King, 
My father he came on the part of Yorker 
And in this conflict I haue ſlaine my father, 
Oh pardon God, I knew not what ] did, ; 
And pardon father for I knew thee not 
Enter an other Souldier wit h a dead man. 
2.Sonl. Lie there, thou that foughtſt with me ſo ſtoutly, 
Now let me ſee what Rore of gold thou baſt, 
But ſtay, me thinkes this is no famous face; 
Oh no, it is my Sonne that I haue ſlainein fight, 
O monſſrous times, begetting ſuch euents, 
* Por- mee, N. ee | 
his deadly quarrell daily doth | 
Poore boy ly tather 5 life w—_ ; 
And hath bereau'd thee of thy life too ſoone. 
 Kimng.Woe aboue woe, griefe more then common griefe, 
Wh Lions warre, and battaile ſor their dens, 
Poore Lambs do feele the rigour of their wraths: 
The Redroſe and the Whight are on his face, 
The fatall colours of our ſtriuing houſes, 
Wyrther one Roſe, and let the other flounſh: 
For if you ſtriue, ten thouſand lives mult periſh. 
1. Soul. How will my Mother for m __ death, 
Take on with me, and nere be fatizfide? | 
2. Soul. How will my ite ſor ſlaughter of her ſonne, 
Take on with me, and nere be Gatisfide? | 
| Kg. How will the people now miſdeeme their King? 
Oh would my death their mindes could ſatisfie. 
1. Soul. Was euer ſonne ſo rude, his fathers blood to ſpill? 
2. Soul. Was euer father ſo vnnaturall his ſonne to kill? 
King. Was euer King thus greeud and vexed ſtill? 
I Soul. Ile beare thee hence from this accurſed place; 
For woe is me to ſee my fathers face. 
4 Exit with bis father. 
2.52ul. Ile beare thee hence, and let them fight that ill, 
| D3. For 
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For I haue murdred where I ſhould not kill. 
Exit —— 


R. Hen. Weepe wretched manjlle lay thee teare 
Here fits a King, as woe begoncas thee, 


eAlarms and enter the Q ueene. | 
Queene. Away my Lord, to Barwicke preſently, 


The day is loſt, our friendes ate murdered, 
No hope is left for vs; therefore away. | 


| Enter Prince Edmund. | 
Prince. Oh father flie, our men haue left the Field 


Take horſe ſweete fathet, let vs laue our ſelues. 
Enter Excter. | 


teare, 


Exet. Away my ee vengance come along with him: 


Or elſe come aſter, lle away before; 


x 


K. H:1. Nay (tay good Exa c, for Ile along with thee, 


: 


Enter Ciifoard,wo:mded walker, rrow in his nec . 

Cf. Heere bur nes my candle out, | 

That whillt it latled, gaue king Hemy light. 

Ah L wc4/ler,T feare thine overthrow, | 

More then my bodyes parting rom my ſoule. 
My loue and teare,glude many 


friendes to ee, 
And nowl die, chat tough compmixture melts. 
Impaiting Hen ſtrengchened miſproud Tobe, 
The common people {warme like ſommer Flies: 
And whither flies the Gnats, but tothe Sunne: 
And who ſhines now but Herries enemic? 

Oh Phzbs,had(ſt thon neuer giuen conſent 
That P acten ſhould checke thy fierie ſteedes, 
Thy burning carre had neuet ſcorcht the catch. 
And Herry hadſt thou liu'd as Kings ſhould doe, 
And as thy facher, and his father did, | 
Giuing no foote vnto the houle of Yorke, | 

I. and ten thouſand in this woſull land, 

Had left no mourning Widdo es for our deathes! 
And thou this day hadft kept thy Throne in peace, 
For what doth cheriſh Weedes but gentle Aire? 
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Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 


And what makes robbers bold,but lenetie? 
\ Booteleſle are plaintes, and curcleſſe are my woundes: 
No way to flie,no ſtrength to hold our flight: 
The foe is mercileſſe, and will not pittie me, 
And at their handes I haue deſerude no pittie. 
The aire is got into my bleeding wonndes, 
And much effuſe of blood doth make me faint: 
Come Tele and Richard, Warwicke,and the telt, 
Iſtabde your fathers,now come ſplit my brelt. 


Enter Edward, Richard, and Warwicke, 
and Souldzers. 
Eaiv. Thus farre our fortunes ke epes an vpward courſe, 
And we are graft with wreathes of victorie: 
Some troupes purſue the bloodie minded Queene, 
That now towardes Barwicke doth poſte amaine, 
But thinke you that Cifford is fled away with them? 

War, No, tis imposfib. aye ſhould eſcape: \ 
For though before his face I ſpeake the wordes, ? 
Your brother Richardmarkt him for the graue, 

And where ſo ere he be, l warrant him dead. 


Clifford grones,and them dyes. 
Edw. Harke, what ſoule is this that takes his heauic leaue? 
Reich. A deadly grone, hke life and deaths departure. 
Saw. See who it is, and now the battailes ended, 
Friend ot foe, let him be friendly vſed. 
Rech. Reuerſe that doome of mercie, for tis Clifford, 
Who kildour tender brother Rur, | 
And ſtabd our princely Duke of Yorke. 
- War, From off the gates of Torke fetch downe the head, 
Your fathers head which ¶ Wera placed there, 
In ſtead of that, let his ſupply the roome. 
Meaſure for meaſure mult be anſwered. 
Eaw. Bring ſoorth that fatall skritch - Oui le to our houle, 
That nothing ſung to vs but blood and death, 
Now his yll boding tongue no more ſhall ſpcake, 
War. I chinke his vnderſtandin g is bereft, | 
| | Say 


1 
1 


. 


T4 1 
I; : 
14 ; 
xt = 


4 D. 7 
d ſyeakes to rhee ? 


T 7 Trages = 


Say Clfford,doſt chou know 
Dar ke cloudie death oreſhade 1 is beames of life, 
And he nor ſees nor heares vs that we (ay, 

Rich. Oh would he did, ani ſp p — he doth, 
And tis his pollicie in the tim af death, | 
He might auoyde ſuch bitter {h Drmes as he 
In his houre of death did giu to our father, N 

Geor. Ric hard, iſ ee ſo,vex him with eger words. | 

Rich, (ford, adke mercie,and ohtaine nd grace. | | 

£4dw. Cliford, repent in bootleſle penitence. | 

ar. Clifford, deuiſe excuſes vr thy fault, | 

George. Whilſt we deuiſe fi l ortures forthy fault. | 

Nee „. Thoupittied(t rote 1d [ am ſoode to Yorke, | 

Fam Thou pittiedſt Ruler Iwill pittie thee. | 

Georg, Where's captaine Maxgaret to fence you how? | 

War. They mocke thee 1 / x4;fweareas thou waſt wont. | 

*y n, I know hee*s dead. | g 

Tis hard, vhen Cliff.rd en gd his friend an path. | 

By this,l Know hee's dead;and 2 my ſoule, | | 

an howers life, 


That Lin all contempt mightr; ileathim., g | 
Ide cut it off, and with the 1fſuing blood, 
Stifle the rillaine, whoſe in{tanthed thirſt, | 
T's ke and young Rutland coul {not fatisfie; 

War. l. but he is dead; off wich the traytors head, | 
And reare it in the place your fathers ſtandes. 3 | 
An l now to London with triumphant march, | 
There to be crowned En lad 0 full King: | 
From thence ſhall V Wicke et (ſe the ſeas: ro F rAMNCE., | 
An aske the Ladie Bona fort y Queene; . 


So ſhalt thou ſinev both theſe Landes togithet: 
And hauing Fraunce thy friend,thou need 185 not dread, | 
The ſcattered ſoe, that hopes ta rife againe. | | 


And though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 
Vet looke to haue them duſie ie, te offend thine cares. 


Firſt lle ſee the coronation doiie, 
Aud afterward Ile ctoſſe the ſeas to Fraunce, 
To effect this m arriage, if it 18 my r 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſirt. 


Edv. Fuen as thou wilt, good Warwicke let it be: 
But firſt before we go 5 rge kneele downe, (word. 
Wee here create thee Duke of Clarence; and girt thee with the 
Our younger brother Richard, Duke of Gloceſter. 
Warwicke as my ſelfe ſhall do and vndo, s him pleaſcth beſt. 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence; George of Gloſter: 
For Glſter; Dukedome is too ominous, 
War. Tuſh, thats a childiſh obſeruatian. 
Ri: hard be Duke of Gloſter. Now to London, 


Tolce theſe honors in poſſesſion. Eee omnes. 


Enter two Keepers with how and ro wer. 
Keeper, Come, lets take our ſtandes vpon this hill, 
And by and by the Deere will come this way: 
But ſtay, here comes a man, lets liſten him awhile, 
Enter Kung Henrie diſguiſde. 
Hen. From Scotland am I ſtelne euen of pure loue, 
And thus diſguiſde, to greet my natiue land, 
No, Henrie no, It is no land of thine, _ 
No bending knee will call thee Ceſar now, 
No humble ſuters ſues to thee for right: 
For how canſt thou helpe them, and not thy ſelfe? 
Keeper. I marry fic here is a Deere, his Skin is a Keepers fee. 
Sirra and cloſe; for as I thinke, this is the King, 
King Edwardhath depoſde. = „ 
Hen. My Queene & ſonne, pœore ſoules are gone to France, 
And(as I heare)the great commaunding Warwicke, 
To intreate a marriage with the Lady Bona: 
If this be tine, poore Queene and Sonne, 
Yourlabour is but ſpent in vaine: | 
For Lewis is a Prince ſoone wonne with wordes, 
And Warwicke is a ſubtill Orator 2 | 
He laughes and ſayes, his Edward is inſtalde. 
She weepes, and ſayes, her Henri is depoſde: 
He on his right hand, asking a wife for Edward; 
She on his left ſide, crauing ayde for Heimie. 
Heeyer. What art thou that talkes of Kings and Queenes? 
Hen. More then I ſecme; for ”_ ſhould not be, 
1 A 


The Trageditof, Richard D. a 7 


A man at leaſt and more l cannat be „ 
And men maytalkeoſ Kings and why not j | 
Nee. l. but thoutalkeſt as iſthou wert a King thy ſelſe. 


Hei. Way ſo i am in mind though 8 
Whereis thy Ry 


Keep. And if thou be a King 


Han. My cone is in my not on my 
My crowne iscald Contentia whe that Kings do N 

times enioy. : 4 

Keep. And if thou be g King, | wand with Content, 
Your crowne mor” nult be. — — 
To go with vs vnto the fot as we t lunge, 
You ate our gun dam King, V. EAA ws 
And chetefote we charge ye 18 80 Kings, 
Jo go along with vs vnto the 8 

Hen. Gods name be fulfild,ys ge 3 obayde, 


C as and lle phay. 
* Ones. 
Enter King EdvoadClargs 24 Gloceft 4 ue, 
 Haſtmgs,@ Lui Gr 
X. Ed. Brothers of 1 Conde 5 
This Ladies husband heere, dir Rich Gr 
At the battaile of Saint Albones id loſe bis fe, 


His langes then were ſeazed on by Nt, 


And be \ you Eh comm 


5 


— 


Her ſure is now to repoſletle lan 
And fith in quattell of the houle of fYorls, 
The noble gentleman did loſ his lifes 
In honour we cannot denie her (are, 


yell to 1 0 it then, 


x 


Gle. Your H. ghneſſe ſhall d 
K. Ed. I, ſo l will but yet Ile ee 
9. I, is hew inde5n that ? 
Clare ncs.1 fee the Ladie hath f chin to graunt, 
Before the Ning will graunt! t hum le ſute. 


Cui. He know es the game, ow well he keepes he ade. | 

X. Ed. Widdow, come loint her time to know our mind, | 
La May it pleaſe) your Grace, I cannot brooke delaycs, 21 KY 

I beleech your Highneſle to diſparch me now, | (wit. 1 
K.Ed Cai giue vs leaurywe meane to trie this widdows 
(4, 1, goog leaue haue you! CLI 

| YR; Glo, 
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. — leaue you to your crouch, * 


Torks, and Henriethe . e - 
For yu ll hiue Teaue;t en . leiueh wy 


x4 Come hither widdow: How many Children haſt * 
cia Ichinkę he mieancs ro beg a Child on her. COP 
Gb, Nay whip me the. hee rarher gile her to, f 
L « Fhee my grativits Lord. * a 1 

Gb. Voir ſhall hatte fore and you winde rulde by 1 


X. Cd. Were it not pitrie they ſhould loſe their Fathers - 


La. Be pittifull then dread L. and grant it them. | (lands? 
X. FA. Ile tell thee how theſe lands are to be got. \ 
Li So ſhall you binde m to your highneſle ſeruice. 
K.E4. What ſeruice wilt thou do me, if gtaunt it ebem f, 
La. Euen what your Highneſſe ſhall ee 
Glo, Nay then Widdo lle watrant you all your husband 
If you graunt to do hat he commaundes. Ge 
Fight cloſe,or in good fayth) ws clap, 
Bla Nay! enn ts Al akon I OA, 
"Marie gods-forbot man, for hecſe exo vant 2 
I Why Ao my Lord chill i not know my tab 
R. di An eaſie tagks;'tis but to lone a King: © © 
Li. T hats ſoone petſotmii becsuſe ama War 


X. Ed. Why then, thy husbands lands Lyfrecly giye ar. 1 


Ladd take my eth many thou thiiikes. > 
Cl. — is made N ſeabes it wich 1 curteſie. FT 


-K.E4.Stay Weldvw, lays use becker, _ 


I ſue ſo c. to get: 75 
La. My humble ſeruice, ſuch as 2 N N 
and the lawesecommaundes. | bo 
x. EA. No by my troth I meine no ſuch awe, 2 pot 
But to tell thee thertroth, I vime to liewiththee. © 
L. To tellyou plaine my Lord, I had rather lie in priſon. 
K.Ed.Why then thou ca nit Abt get thy husbands lands. 
La. Then mine honeſie ſnaſl be my dower, 
For by that loſſe, I will not purchaſe rhery; Yy Bd 
K. þ d. Merein thou-w by childtehi mf 5 * 
La. Heroin your Hi — — both ch age, an me 
Burmightie Lordiths merrie inelination. 
. not with aheſadneſſc e A 5 ans: 


E 2 TH Pleaſe 
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Pleaſe it your Highnes to diſmiſſe me either with I orno? 
K. CA. I. if thou lay I. to my tequell: 
No, it thou ſay no, to my demand. 
L. Then no my Lordi mj ſute is at an end. 
' Glo, The widdo likes him not, ſhe bens the brow. 
(1a, Why, he is the blunteſt oer in Chriſtendome, 
K, Ed. Her lookes are all tepleate with Maieſtic. 
One way or other ſheis fora King. 
And ſhe ſhall be my loue, ot elſe my Queene, 
Saie, that king Edward tookeæ thee for his Qucene? 
La. Tis better laid then done, my gratious Lord, 
I am a ſubiedt ſit to ieaſt withall, | | 
But tarre vnſit to be a k, ne. 
X. Ed. Sweet widdow,by my [tare I ſw weare, 
I ipeake no more chen u hat my heart intends: 
And that is to enioy thee fot my loue. 
L.. And that is more then l will yeeld vnto, 
Ikaow l am io bad to be your Queene: 
And yet to god to be your Concubine, 
K.E4.Y ou cauill widdow, | did meane m Oneere, 
La. our grace wound be loth my ſonnes ould call you 
Father. A 
KE No more ihen chen my daughters cal thee mother 
Thou «.: a widdow, and thou haſt ſome Children, 
And (by Gods mother) I being but s Batcheler, 
aue other ſome : why tis à happie thing, 
To be the father of mante Ch — | 
Argue no mere for thou ſhalt he my Queene. | 
Gl. The ghoſtly father now hath done his ſhriſt. 
Cla. When he wasmadea ſhfiuer twas for ſhiſt. 
X Ea. Brothers you muſe what talke the widdow and! 
haue had,you wold thinlee x ſtrange if | ſhould marrie her. 
Cla. Marcie her my .ord ito whom? 
X Ed. Why Clereceyo py ſelſe. 
Gle.T hat would be ten daies wonder at theleaſt. 
Ca. Why thats a daie longer then a wonder laſts, 
Ge. And ſo much more axe the wonders in extreames. 
K.E4.Well,icalt on Brothers, can hn you, 
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Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt, 
Her ſute is graunted, for her huſbands lauds. 


Enter a Meßenger. | 
Meſ. And it pleaſe your grace, Hanrie your for is taken, 
And brought as pyiloner to your pallace gates. 
K Ed, Away with him,and ſend him cothe Tower: 
And lets go queltion with the man about his apprehenſion, 
Lords along, and vſe this Ladic honourably. Cæcunt. 


eUanet Gloiter and ſpeaker. | 

Glo. I, Edvard will vie women honourably, | 
Would he were waſted, marrow,bones and all, 
That from his loy nes no iſſue might lucceed, 
To hindet me from the golden tune I looks tor: 
For I am not yet lookt on in the world. 
Firſt is there Edvvard,Claence,and Hemie, 
And his ſonne, and all they looke for iſſue 
Of their loynes, ere I can plant my ſelfe: 
A colde premeditation for my purpoſe, | 
What other pleaſure is there in the world beſide? ! 
I will go clad my bothy in gay ornaments, 
And lull my ſelte within a n ere 
And witch ſweet Ladies with my wordes and lookes. 
Oh monſtrous man to harbour ſuch athought, 
Why, loue did ſcorne me in my mothers wombe: 
And for I ſhould not deale in her affaires, 
She did corrupt fraile nature in the fleſh, 
And plaſt an enuious mountaine on my backe: 
Where ſits deformitie, o mocke my bodie, 
Lo dry mine arme vp like a withered Shrimpe, 
To make my legges of an vnequall ſize, 
And am I then a man to be belou'd? 
Eaſier for me to compaſſe twentie crownes. 
Tut, I can ſmile, and murder when ſmile: 
I cry content to that, that greeues me moſt. 
I can adde colours to the Camelion, 
And for a need, change ſhapes with Protheus, 
And ſet che afpyring Catalm to ſchoole. 
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Cm I doe this, and can not get the Crowne? 1 1851 
Tuſh, were it tentimes higher, Ile pull it do wne. Exit, 


ii 

Enter King Levvis and the Lady Bona, and Qutene 
Mugarer,Prince Eduvgrd and Oxford, 
and be.... 

Luv. Welcome Q. Mugaretto che Court of Framer, 
Ic ſits not Levvis to tic while th doſt ſtand, || 

Sit by my ſide, and here I vow tg cee, 

Thou ſhalt haue ayde to tepoſſeſſe thy ri 2 
And beate proud & {ward from his yſurped ſeate, 
And place king Ham in his fortiet rule. | 
Queen. | humbly thanke yqur toyall Majeſtie, 
And pray the God of heauen, tg bleſſe thy ſtate, 


: 


Great King of Fraunce, that 10 egardes dur wronges. 
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: Enter Warvuith | | 
Lev. How now, Who is this | | 2% © Fell 
Queer. Our Earle of V uf? dmg chicfelt friend. 
Lem. Welcome braue Warwick, hat brings thee to France? 
H. From worthy Edward Ning of Englend, | 
My Lord and Soucraigne,and thy vowed friend, 
I come in kindneſſe and vufaigntd loue, By 
Ficſt to do greetinges to thy toy all e, „ | tt 
And then to craue a league of acht: : C1 
And laſtly, to confitme that awitie, . | 
Wich nuptiall knot, if thou voughſafe to graunc. | 
That vertuous Lady Bona th faire ſiſter, | | 
To gung King in layyfull matriage. TRIH Ban 
©neen, And it this goe fory 19 55 hope is done. 
IWar. And gratious Madam, id our Kinges behalſe, i 
Tam commaunded, with yo loue and faihour, 
Humbly to k ſſe your hand, aud with my tongue 
Io teil the pas ſions of my Soi ignes ha.t's 812 1214. 
Where fame late entring at his heedfull ears, 1 
Hath plaſt thy glorious image ahd thy yertues, . 
© #een. King Lewis and Lady Bua, hearg me ſpeake, 
Before you anſwere //wwicke ox his wordes, 
Fot lie it is hath done vs all theſe wr onges .. 40 


; 
| 


c 
' 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt, 


Way. Iniurious Mag.. 
Prince Ed. And why not Queene? 
Vs. Becauſe thy father Hemit did vſurpe, 
And thou no more art Prince, then the is Queene. 
Ox Then Micke dilanuls great John o. Gaunt, 
That did ſubdue the greatelt part of Spare, 
And aftcr 1o:# of Gau, wile Henne the fourth, 
Whoſe wiledome was a mirrour to the worlde. 
And after thus wile Prince, Nemmis the fitr; 
Who with his prowelle conquered all France: 
From theſe, our Herries lineally diſcent. 
War. Oxfrd,how haps that in this {mooth diſcourſe, 
You tolde not how Henyie the ſixt had loſt 
All chat /Zemie the fift had gotten? , 
Me ttunkes theſe peetes of France ſhould ſmile at that: | 
But for the reſt, you tell a pettigtee | 
Ol chreeſcore and two ycetes a ſillie time, 
To nuke preſcription tor a Kingdomes worth. 
O. Way Warwacke, c anſt thou denie thy King, '- . 
Who thou obcyedit thirtie and eight yeeres, 
And bewray thy treatons with a bluſh? 
DD. Can Oxferdthat did euet fence the right, 
Now huckler falſhocd with a pettygree? 
For ſhaine leauc Hemie, and call Edward King. 
O.. Call him my King, by whom mine eldet brothet 
The Loid Awbray Vere was done to death: 
And more then ſo, my father even in the 
Downefall of his mcllowed yeeres, 
When age did call him to the doote of death? 
No UUarwicke no,whillt life vpholds this atme, 
This arme vpholdes the houſe of Lancaſter, 
. And I the houſe of Torke, | 
K. Levy. Quecne e Margarer, Prince Ed\ward,and Oxford, 
Vouchlate to torbeare a while, | - 
Till I do talke a word with Warwike. ; 
Now VUarwicke,cuen vpon thy honour tell me true, 7 
Is Edward lawtull King or no? | 
For I were loth to linke with him, that is not layfull beire. | 


TheT Cake of 75 D. 


Wi. Thereon I payne mine honour an! my credit. 

Lew. What, is he gratiousin the peoples PR | 

. The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. | 

Lw. What,is his loue to out ſiſtet Bona (elk, 

Mx. Such it ſeemes, as may beſeeme a monarke lk him- 
My ſelfe haue often heard him ſay and ſweate, 
That this his loue was an eternall plant, | 
The roote whereof was fix: in vetties grounds | 
The leaues and fruite maintainde wich beauties ſunne, 
Exempt from enuie, but not tom diſdaine, | | 


| 


Valeile the Lady Bona quite his Paine. | | 
Le. Then ſi tas let vs heare your firme teſolue. 
Bont. Your graunt or your depiall, ſnall be mine, 
But ere this day I mult conteſle, ben! 
Haue heard your Kinges de ſettes rerounted 
M1: 1e eares haue tempted indy zetheht to deſſte. 


Len. Then draw neare Queene Murgaret;& be a witneſſe, 
That Bona (hall be wife to the Epglh King. | 
Prince Edyy, To dum d, hut not the E ngliſh King. 
Var. Henrie now lives in Scotland at his ente, | 
Who te hauing nothing, nothing can he loſer 
And as for you your ſelfe, our uud im Queene, | 
You haue a father ableto abs ineyour'ttate; | 
And better twere to trouble him then Fraunte. | 
S und for a Po Ain. | | 
Le r. Here comes lome Poſt NY vicke, tp the or vs. 
Poſt. My Lord Awbaſſadout, this Letter is for you, 
Sent trom your brother Marq' ki Montague. M4 
This from our King ynto your Maieſtie. | 
And theſe to you Madary, from whom I know not. | 
Ox} I like it well, that our f. id Queene and Millreſe 
Smiles at her new*s,when Warpvicke trets at hie. 
joan Sd. And marke how Levy Gdampes, as he werd netled. 
Lv. Now Meugaret & iſarv ficke. What are your news? 
Queen. Mine, (ach as filles my hart full of joy. 
Var. Mine,full of ſorrow and harts diſcontent. 
Levv. What, hath your King married the La dy Gray, 
And now to excuſe himſclfe, i Foes vs a Pol of P? ers? 


= 


— 


Did Iimpale him with the regal 


Torte, and Henriethefixt, 


How dates he preſume to vie vs thus? - 
Queen. This prœoueth Edwards loue, & Warwicks honeſty. 

VV ar. King here proteſt in fight of heauen, 
And by the hope I haue of heauenly bliſſe, 

That I am cleare from this miſdeede of Edward:. 

No more my King, for he diſhonours me, CL Ind, 

And moſt himſelfe, if he could ſee his ſhame. 

Did I forget that by the houſe of Torke, 

My father eame vntimely to his death? 

Did ] kt paſſe the abuſe done to my Neece? 

| Crowne, 

And thruſt king Henrie from his native home? 

And moſt vngratefull doch he vie me thus? 

My grations Queene, pardon what is paſt, 

And hencefoorch I am thy true ſeruitour: 

I will reuenge the wrongs done to Lady Bona, 

And replant Herrie in his former tate, | 
Queen. Ves Nu wich I do quite forget thy former faults, 

It now thou wilt become king Henrieg friend: 

Way. So much his friend; I, his vnfaigned friend, * 
That if King Lewes vouchſafe to furniſh vs 1 
With _ 2 bandes of choſen Souldiers, 

Ile vndertake to land them on our conſt, 

And force the Tyrant from his ſeate by warre. 

Tis not his new made Bride ſhall ſuccout him. 
Lex. Then at che 5 firmely am teſolu'd, 


You ſhall haue ayde: 

And Engliſh Meſſenger returne in poſt, 

And tell falſe Em, hy ſuppoſed King, 

That Levves of Fraunce,is ſending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him and his new Bride, . 
Bona. Tell him, in hope heele be a Widower ſhortly, 


mee the Willow Garland for his fake. 


8 m, my mourning weedes be layde aſide, 
And Famreadie to put Armour on. 8 
War. Tell him from me, that be hath done me wrong, 

And therefore Ile vncrowne him er't be long. 
Ther's thy reward; begone. 


! „ 


F. Lew. 


| 


| 


The Trigedie of Richard P. r 


Lew. But now tell me Wwwicke,what aſſurance 
I ſhall haue of a * * 


War. This mall allure my conſtant loyaltie, 


It that oui Qucene andthis y ag Prince agree: 
lic yne mie cldett Daughter and my oy, 
10 hun forthwith in holy w dloc kes banes, | 


ec. W. ich all my heart, hat match I like full well, 
Loue her Sonne & Mea faire and young, 
And giue thy hand to Munichs for thy oue. 
Len. It is enough,aud no we will prepare, 
10 Icuic Souldiers for to gd with you, q 
And you Lord 5urbon,our tygh Admirall, . 
Shail watt chem lafche ro the Engliſh coaſts. | 
And chale proud E dara trom his ſlumbring ttaunce, 
For mocking marriage with che name of Fraunce. 
U. l came from Edward as ne 
Put I returne his ſwoorne and mortall foes | 
Matter of mattiage was the charge he gaue me, 
But creadfull warte thall anſwate his drmaunde. 
Had hc nove elite ro make a ale but me? 
1 hen none but 1, ſhall turne his ieſt ro ſorrow: 
l was the chiefe char raiſde him to the erowne, 
And lie be chicte to bring kim downe 9gaine, 
Not chat | pittie Herries mulerid | | | 
Lut ſeeke reuengeon & * tasmoc kerle. Exit. 
Erter King Edward, the 
leſter, Mont 


Cla.Niy Lord. we thinke as 
That ace ſo ſlacke in iadgment, 1 
this fuddaine marriage. | | 


K.Ed.Suppole they doz they are but. Lewis, and Ni-. 
Glo. Ann hall, becauſe you ate our king, but yet ſuch ſud- 
 daiae marriages ſeldome proueth well. 11 5 


And 1 nm yourKing:and D arwickes, Aud will de obaied. 


Yorke, und Henrie the ice oſs 


Ed Yea brother Neberd, are you againk vs too? 
G'. Not | my Lord: ne.God forfead that l ſhould 

Once gainelay your gn pleaſure: 

IL. & twete a pittie to ſunder them that yoake ſo wel togithet. 
Ed. Setting your ſe ornes and your diſlikes aſide, 


Shew me ſome reaſons why the Lady Gray 
May not be my 5 Englands Queene? 
Sp 6. freely Cla- lter, | 
1 1 raoue,and Hall in ger, | 
te. My Lord, he this is my opinion, 
1% hat — being diſhonored in his embaſſage, 
Doch ſeeke reuenge, to quite his injuries, 

G's. And Leis, in regard of his lifters wronges, 
Doth ioyne with v orpucke.coſapplaycyo our — 
E. Suppoſe that Leis and Warw ck be appeald, 
By ſuch meanes as | can beſt deuiſe? 

Ant But yet to haue ioyned with Fraunce in this 
Altadcowend ꝗ more haue ſitengdhned this out 
Common wealth, ga inſt forraigne ltormes; 

Then any home bred marriage. 

Ht. Let England be true within it ſelfe, 

Wei need not Fraunce nor any alliance with them. 

Cl. For this —— Lord Hofer, 1; well deſerues, 
To haue the daughter and heire ot the Lord Hungeit or 1. 

Ed. Andwhat then?Ie was our will it ſhould be to? 

Cu. I, and for ſuch a thing too, the Locd Scales 
Did well deſerue at your handes, to haue the 
. 0 of the Lord Bonfield, and leit your 
Brot goe ſee ke elſe here: but in 
Your madnes, you burie brotherhood. 

Ed. Alaſſe poore Clarence, is it for : wife, 

That thou art mal-content? 
Why man be of good cheere, Iwill 2 thee one. 
Cla. Nay, you plaide the broker ſo ill tor your ſelte 8 
That you ſhall giue me leaue to make my 
Choy * as Ithinke good: and to e intent, 
I chortly meane to leave you. , 
Ed. Leaue me or taitie, Lam full r fold, 
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The Tragedie of 


Fawird will not be tied to his brothers wills, . 

Quee My Lords, do me right, and you muſt confeſſe, 
Betore it pleaſde his highneſſe to aduance | | 
My ſtate to title of a Queene, | | 
That I was not ignoble in my birth. | 

Ed. Forbeate my Loue, to fawne vpon their frownes, 
For thee they witch obay,nay ſhall obay, | | 
Ang it they looke for fauour at ny hands. 

Mont. My Lord, keere is che jociſcogee returnde dom 


e taunce 


Richard D. of 


Enter 4 Meſſenger: | | 

EaWw. Now firra, What ktrer 501 what rlewes? 

Me. No letters my Lord;and ſuch newes, as without ou 
Highneſle ſpetiall dad dare notrelate, | 

Eduv. We patdontheezand 151 deere as thou canſtgel me 
What laid Lei to our letters? | | 

Aeſ. At my departure ed his verie wordes, 
Go tell falſe Edward thy ſuppoled | King, 
That Lewin of Fraunce is lendiaj ouer tkers N 
Io reuell it with him and his u bride. | 

Ed.. Is Lewis ſo braue f be like he thinkes | me E oy. 8 

But what ſaide Lady Bona to theſe: wron gu? | (hortly, 
Af. Lell himſhooch che) in hope hee' proue a widdower 

Ile u exe the willow garland for his fake, | 

Ea. She had the wrong indeed;ſhe could ſay litle lefle: 

But what ſaid Henries Queene ? for as [ head e the was then in 

place, 

Mef.Tell him(quoth Wehn mourning eder be done: 
And l am teadie 5 armour on. 

Ed. Then belike ſhe meanes to plaie che A e. 

But what ſaid 1a Wicke to the ejniuries? | . 

Md. He more incenſed then the reſt my 1 | | 
Tell him(quoth he)that he hati done me wrong, _ 
And theretore Ile vncrowne him ert be long. 

Ea. Ha, Durſt the traitour breath out ſuch jou words? 
But Iwill arme me to prevent the worlt. | 
But Mhat, is Warwicks triends with Marg er? 

Me. | wy good Lord wes * fo — in pie, 
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Torte, and Henrie the ſixt. 


That young Prince C dvuard marries NY vvichęs daughter, 
(V. The clder?belike Clarence ſhall haue the younger? 
Al you that loue me, and Nich, follow me. : 

Fun Clarence and Sommerſet. 

Ed Clarence,and Sommmenſet, fled to Warwicks. = 
What ſaie you brother Richæra, will you ſtand to vs? 

Glo. I, my Lord. in deſpight of all that ſhal withltand you: 
For why hath nature made me halt down fight, 
But that I ſhould be valient and ſtand to it?, 
For if I would, I cannot run away. 

Ed. Penbrooke,go taiſe an atmie preſently, 
Pitch yp my Lentz for in the field 15 night, 


+ 


I meane to teſt : and on the morrow morne, 
Ile march to meet proud Mmickę, ere he land 
T hole ſtragling troepes,which he hath got in Frauace: 
But cre I goe Montague and Hailings, 
You of all che teſt are neerelt alied 

In bloud to Warwicke;therfore tell me, if 
You fauour him more then me, or not? 
Speake trulie, for | had rather haue you open enemies, 
Then hollow friendes. , | 5 


Mon. So God helpe Mantague, as he proves true. 

Haſt. And Haſtmgs,as he ſauours Edwards cauſe. 
Ed. It ſhall ſuffice: come chen, lets march away. 
LEROY | E xennt Omnes. 


Enter Warwicke,and Ox'nford,with Souldiers. 
War. Truſt me my Lords, all hicherto goes well, 
The common people by numbers ſwatme to ys. 
But lee where Sommerſet and Clarence comes. 
Speake ſuddenly my Lords, are we all triends. 
Cla.Feare not that my Lord. | 
Vr. Then gentle Clarence welcome vnto Warwicke, 
And welcome Semmer/er. I hold it cowardile, 
To teſt miſtruſttull,w here a noble heart: 
Hath paund an open haud, in ligne of loue. 
Elſe might I thinke chat Clarence, awards brother, 
Were but a faigngd friend to our proceedings: 
| 3. But 


TheT ragedie Sticks D. E 
But welcome ſweete = 


22 185 
And now hat reſtes but in 25 WE | 


Thy brother being careleſſy | 
His Souldiers lurkwngtothe tawne a 
And but attended by a Kink war 
We way ſurpriſe and take him ac ot 
Out Skoutes haue found the at 
Then cry King Henrie,with r 
And breake we preſently into h 
Cl. Why then lets On oo 
For UUarwicke and hisffier 
War. This is his Tent, and i 
Courage my Souldiers,now d 
Bur 9 me no, and Ed 


a at 
| ee bor, 


Gee. 29 
ke been doth fland, 
Aae 


Al. A VVarwicks, aWa | 4 
- eAlame, and Gloſter end Haſtings OR MN 
Oxf. Who goes there? * 
War. Nelurdand Haſtirges, ee ter eng 
Ed. The Dukenbhy War | ed laſt, 
thou calaſt me King? | 7 | 
V Var. I. but the caſe Wehen 3 
When you duſgtaſt in my Emba ge, 
Then! uiſgra!? you fr n being King . 
And now am come toſcreate you L deo Toke. 
Alaſſe how ſhould yo ert Kingdome, 
That knowes not bon reh r 1. 
Not how to vic your htother bid: Hherly: 


Not how to ſhrowd your ſelfe fre ö eme. | 
Ew. Well Warwake,letFc doe her erl., 
Ed raid in minde will beste himfelfe . | 
Wer, Then for his minde be 5 E ers, 
Put Henrie now ſhall weare the En 
Goe convey him to our brother 9575 — ot Yoke, 
And when | have fought 3 ln 6 his followers, 
Ne come and tell thee Lady Bona fayes: | | | 
And lo for a while, are — good Dake of Twke. | 
| * l E dward.) 


22 


' Yorks, and Henrit the foxt, 


Cla. What followes now, all hitherto goes well, 
But we mult diſpatch tome letters to Fraunce, 
To tell the Queene of our happy fortune, 
And bid her come with tpeede to ioyne with vs, +» 


UUar, I, chats the firſt thing mn haue to doe, 


And free king Henrie from impri ent, 
And lee him ſeated in his regall throne. 
Come, let vs haſle away, and having paſt theſe cares, 
lle poſt to Terbę, and lee how Edward fares. 
Cat E xeunt omnes. 


Enter 7 laſter, rf & William Stanly, 
Cle. Lord Haitmgr and ſit UUilkam Stanty, 
Know,rhat the caule I ſent for you is this. 

] Jooke my brother with a ſlender traine, 

Should come a hunting in this Fryre!t heere; 

The Biſhop of T betrendes him much, 

And lets hum vic his pleaſure in the chaſe; 

Now 1 haue priuily tent him word, 

How lam come wich you to reſcue him. 

And ſec where the Huntiman aud he doth come. 


Er ter Edward and a Hwitſman. 
Hun. This way my Lotd the Deete is gone. 
Ed. No this way Huntſman, lee where the Keepers ſtand, 
Now brother and the reſt, 28 
What, are you prouided to depart? 
Gl. I, I, the horſe ſtandes at the Parke corner, 
Come to Lume, and ſo take ſhipping into Flu. 
Ea. Come then: Haſtings aud Sanlie, 
I wall requite your loues, Byſhop farewell, 
Sheeld thee from VD isles frownes! 
Aud ptay that l may repo ſſeſſe the Crowne. 
Now Huntſman wha: will you doe? | 
Hunſ., Marrie my Lord, I thinke I had as 200 
Goe with you, as tarry heere to be hang de. 
Ea. Come then, lets away with ſpeede. 
Eu omnes. 


Ente 
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Enter the Oueene ola] Lord R | 
Rivers. Tell me good Mad hy is your Gra e ſo 
| paſsionate of late? | | | | 
Qucene. Why brother R you not che wes |, | | 
Ofchar ſuccelle king Edward | ac ff late? .| | | | 


Rin, What?loſfe of tome pil 


| Jattaileag ainſt ewich? 
Tuſh,feare not faire Queene,k 


tc (choſe? Fins ide, 


King Edwards noble minde, his houpurs doth diſplay: | 
And VVarwicke may lole hong n he got the day. | 
Queer. If that were all, 71 tiefes were aan cad: | 
- But greater troubles will (l _ 8 | 


Ru. What?is he taken veifh by 


To che danger of his N 
| Queen I, ther's my gtiefeꝭ R 
And led away, 28 priſon vnto7 
Nu. Thenewes i lag 
Yet comfort your ke ber 
Then Lancaſter at thus time mull e 
That ſome will ſet him in his the. . 
ucen. God grauat they may:b ut g 
And let me leane ypon thine atm 
Vnatill I come vatorke ſanctuatie 
There to preſcrue the fruite withil 
King Edwards ſeed, true hcire fo - 


n | 
Enter Edward and Riche, _ 
a troope of Hollan1 | 
Ed. Thus farre from Beſgia pity : 70 paſt the ſeas, | 
And marcht from Rownſpur hauen ynto Yorke: 
But ſoſt, the Gates are (hut; I like got this. 


Nich. Sound vp the Drums, af bd call them to the wales. 


Enter the I,wd Maior * r pon the Walks, 

* e Maior. My Lordes, we had notice of your comming, | 

And thats the calle we ſtand v 12 our garde, | | \ 
And ſhut the Gates, fot to preſeriqe the Townez | | | 

Henrie now is King, and we aro ſw forne to him. 


„„ „ 2% „„ — . WA WS" w 
- 


2 


— — AN 


ö 
| 
{ 
| 
[ 


What, fe are not man; for 
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Yorke, and Henrie the 


Ed. Why my Lord Maior, if H drone King. 
Edvard | 4 ure it leaſt, is Dulce of Tore? 

AMaiore Trueck my Lord, we know you for no leſſe. 

Ea. I craue nothing but my Dukedome. 

Rich. But when the Foxe hath gotten ia his head, 
Heele quickly make the body tollow after. 

Hal. Why my Lord Maior,what ſtand you vpon points? 

n the Gates, we are _ Henriesfriendes. 


Alon. Say you ſo, then le open them preſeotly, f 
Exit e MH ator. 
Re By my faith a wie ſtout Cape i & ſone perſwaded. 
The « Major rhe dere, an 2 the 


Key in bit hand. 
£4.59 my Lord 
But in the time of l by 


iue me the keyes. 
ard defend the towne 


Drunme 
How now Richard, Who 
Rub. Brother, this is Sir 


Ed. Welcome Sir John, W _ ome you in armes 
Sir John. To hel pe king Edward i in this tune of {tormes, 
As cuery loyall fable ought to doe. 
Ed. Thanks braue Moun nme. 
But 1 onely claime my Dukedome, 
Votillit pleaſe God to ſend thee reſt. 
Sir John. Then fare you well, Drum ſtrike vp and let ys 


March away: I came to ſerue a King and not a Duke, 


Ed. Nay ſtay Sir Iobn, and let vs firlt debate, 
Wich what ſecuritie we may doe this thi 

Sir John. What ſtand you on debating: to be briefe, 
Except you preſently proclaime your ſelle our King, 


Ile hence againe, & keepe them backe that come to luccour | 
you: why owe we fight, when youſptetende no title 
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Relolue your ſeſte, aad let 


The 7 racedienfh ; IA 


Rich. Fir brother, fieſtande 


: 
| 


Eq. I ainrefolude once me 
And wm it too, or elſe to loſe 
Sir John. Ino my Souera 
And now will [be Law 
Sound I rumpets, for Ear 
Laward the fourth by the grace 
Fraunce,and Lord of Irglaind: 
Aud whotocuet gainſayes og 
By chis I challenge bim to e fight 
1 I Edward the fourth 
e Puma d th 


Weele march: 
And pull falte 


nter H- 
king Bae e Of . 4 


4 ee Chem!” | 
to clame the Croy ne, 


. 


akes like dg, | 
| | 


x proclaymde. 


God, King of E. 
1 0 


b eo e 


; 


King. Thus from hi Priſe 
By Gods great mercies am I 


b this print dy ke 
ht azaiye: 


Clarence and Warwicke do yo pe the Crowne, | 
And gouerne and * my R = in pkace, 
And Iwill bendfhe e Rempa my * Ik 
To ſinnts rebuke and my cre: be e. bs 
War. What aulweresC 22 een! | 


li. Clarince agrees to whi 
Kg. Ny Lord of Sammerſe 
You leemeto be locaretull o 


. | 


1 Ks. 


ha pret oy 


bes 


Sum. Aud it pleaſe your Gnq-+i is young Hemrie, 


Earle of Richmond. 


| 


Mine. Henrie of Richmond, Cine hicher x prettic Ladde 


Fheaucaly powers doe aime cl 


: 
i 
* 


To 


„ . rr 


Yorke; and Henrie 3 


To my diuining thoughtes thou prettie — Ne 
Shake provechis Couenes blfle, % 5 
Thy head is made to wear a princely Crone, | 5 
T lbokes are all repleat with Maieſtiet 

Make much of him my Lordes, for this is he, | N 
an — you morethen youre bur . LINES 


1 fy: 


Enter one with a 4 to fend. 


War. What 3 Lords? Eduenlfrggs Belgis, . 

Wich haſtie Germaine and blunt Hollorders, 6 42 
Is paſt in ſafetie t 
And wich hi 


1 
+> 


2 


And maay giddie 2 
Ov Tis beft eee . e. 
For it this fire doe kinule any furter, l iK 


It will be — a e 
Ve. ln Hauiche ſhuel haue truc hatted lender 
Not mutiqous in eace, yet bold in warre, Bas 
Them will | matter vp, aud thou lonneimerce ſhale o 8 
Ia Eſſex Suffolke,Norfallke;andi in Kent; | F 
Stitre vp the Knights and Gant e "I 
Aud thou brother Aſontague, in Leiſter ſhire, e. 
Buckingham and Northampton ſhire ſhale ade, * 
Nlen well inclinde to doo what thou nee by 1A. 
And thou braue Oxford wondrous well be loud, | 
Shalt in thy countries muſſet ypaby friends. 
My ſoue taigne with his louing Citizens, 
Shall reſt in London till we come taium. 
Faire Lordes, take leaue and tta ad not io replies 
Fatewe!l my Soueraigne. 
King. Faroweitmy Hector, my eee hope. 
V Var. Farewell ſweete Lot des, les meete at Coueutrie. 


Al. Agreed 01 Exxeunt (nan 
Euler Edward and bis whine: 5 

Ed. Seaſe on the ſtiamefaſt Hume, 174.5 
Apdonces agꝛine conuay him to the o wen ; 


* | e 


' 


4 
7 
* 


The Trageduoſ 2 


Away with him, 1 will not hea hun ſpeake. 

And now towards Couentrie ers bend our coutle, 

T o meet with Waryouks,and nis confederates. 

| | | Exeunt Omnes. 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 
| 


Enter ¶ Varvvickgon the Ul. | 
V'arWhere is che poſt that came trom valient Oxford? 
| How tar 2 Lord m honeſt fellowe? 
L Ox. Poſt.By chis at Dantme, matching huherward, 
Nu. Where is our brother / ſom aguet ö 
Were is che poll chat came tom Montagne? | 
Poſt.1 lett him at Donſmprewiuh his troopes. 
Vt . day Somme ficla, Here is my loucing lonne? 
An. by ili gelle, ho tarre\is Cleenge hence? 
| Som. At Soutbam my Lord, Lett him w jch his force, 
And do expect him two howets hence. 


War. e A's a eur his rum || + | g 


Enter Edward, pa | | 
he. See Brother el the {i 1 — mans che wall. 
War Oh vnbid ſpight: is ſpo ttül Edward come? | 
Where llept our ſcoutesꝰ or how are they ſeduc d? 
. That ue could haue no newes of their re . | 
F. Nou Warwicke,wiltthob be ſotie tor thy faultes, 
And call Edward King,and he ill pardon thee? 
War. Nay rather wile thou draiy thy forges backe, 
Conteſle who let thee vp, and puld thee downe: | 
oy U a \vicke patron ,and be penitent, | 
1 8 ſhalt till remaine thè Duke of Yorke. | 
"id. | had thought atleaſt by would haue laid the King, 
Or did he make the ieaſt again | his will? | | | | 
War. T was VV arwicke,gaue the kin edome to thy brother, | 
oe. y then tis mine, if hut b by UUarmickes guift. | 


but thou art no e4thas tor fo great a waight, 
And weakling V/Varwrcke takes| his guitt againe, | | 
Henri: is my king: UVarwicke hi ls ſubiect. 
td. I prethce gallant VUarvay che tell me this, 
What is the bole, hen the by t is ole 


Gl. 


— — —— REN 


+ Yorke, and Henriethe ſixt. 


Glo. Alas that VVarvvicke had no more foreſight, + 

But while he ſought ro tteale the ſingle ten, 

T he king was finely fangred from the decke: 

You left poore Hertie in the Biſhops pallace, 

And ten to one youle meet him in che Tower. 
Ed. Tis euen ſo, and yet you ate ould V/Uarwicke flill, 
War.Ocheertull collours: ee where Oxford comes? 


—— 


Enter Oxford vvith ar um and ſouldiers, and all 
crie Oxford,Oxford fir Lancaſter. E xeunt. 
Ed. The gates are open, ſee, they enterin, 
Lets follo them, and bid chem battaile in the ſtteetes. 
9 No, ſo {ome otiier might ſet vpon our backes, 
Were! Hay till au be entre and chen follow them, 


Enter Sommer (et with drum and ſouldiers, 
Sim Sommerſet, S mii ſet, ſor Lancaſter. SE eunt. 
Glo. I Wo of chy name both Dukes of Sommerſet, 
Haue ſould their liues vnto the houſe of Yorke, _ 
And thou ſhalt be the third, and my word hole. . 


Enter Montague, with drum and ſauldicrs, 
Mon. e Aontague, Meonia;ue,tor Lanca#ter.  Exennt. 
Ed.Traicerous Montague, thou and thy brother, 
Shall deetlie aVic this ebollious ate. 


Enter ¶ Lrence, with drum aud fouldiers, 
Vu. And loc where Geor;e of Clæence, ſ(weepes along, 
Of power enough to bid his brother battaile. 2 
Cla. Clarence, Clarence, for Lancaſter. E xeunt, 
Er tu Brute, wilt thou Rab Ceſur too? 
A parlie ſirreh to George of Clarence, 
Sound 4 Par ie and Richard and ¶ Iuence whiſpers together, = 
and then Clarence takts his red Roſe out of his 
Hu and thrower it at Warwiche, 
IWir.Cotne Clarence, come, thou wilt if /[arWicke call, 
Cui. Father of Warwicke,know you what this meancs? 
I throw mine iufamie at thee, 1 | 
G 3+ 1 


TIE, 


The T gelt of eber 0 D. if 


I wilnot ruinate my father ho | 
Who gaue his bloud to lime the ſtones cogechers 
And let vp Lancailer. Thinkeſtthouu 
That Clarence 15 ſo harſh vangurall, 
To lift his ſword againſt his Fathers life? 
And lo proud hearted Warwidke L defie thee, 
And to my brothers turue my bluſhing che kes: 
Pardon me Eqw.7d,tor I hau done amiſſe, 
And Ric hard, do not frowne | 
For hence fotch will proue nh more vnton ſtan. 

Ed. Welcome Clarence,anditen times more welcome, 
Thenifchou neuer hadſt deſeryed our hate; | 

Ge. Welcome good (Lnence,chis is bro herly. 

Mo. Oh palsing traitout, periurde, and vaiult, 


ule, 


Ed. Now Warwick, wilt thou leaue the Towne & fight? 


Or ſhall we beate the {tones abbut thine cares? 


War. Why, lam not coqpt vp heere for d elenfe, 
Iwill away 4 Barnet preſently, 


And bid thee battaile Eda ur if thou daleſf. | 
Ed. Veo Warwicke,he dares and leades the way, 
Lordsto the field, faint Gere qand vittorie. | 


8 


Alu ne, and the enter erl. rod d. 


We#. Al whois nie/Colnded me Fiend, or foe, 
And tel me who is victot, Yorke, or uni, 
Why asxe I chat? my mangled bodic ſhewes,. | 
That l mul? yeeld my bodte tothe earth; 
And by my | ali the conqueſt x to my des; 
Thus yecldes che ele: axes edge, 
* hoſe armes caueſhelter tothe princely Fagle, 
Vander whole thade the ra i ng Lion f} tept, 
Whole top braumch ouetpeet d Jones ſpreading tree: 
The wrinckles in my browes,now 4 bt bloud, 
Were likened oft to Kingly Rpulchers, | 
For who liud King but I cpuld dig his graue? 


And a ho duꝛſt ſinile E Arn Wi his brow-ꝰ 


1 
3 


. 
U ee MAE MS? 


E xeun Ones; 


Lo 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſixt. 


Loe now my glorie ſmeerd in duſt and bloud, 
My parkes, my walkes, my mannours that I had, 


Euen now fotiake me, and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me, but my bodies lengch. 


Enter Oxford, and Sammer (et, | 
Ox. Ah Warwick Vawicke,cheere vp thy ſelfe and liue, 
For yet theres hope enough co win the day, 
Our wailike Qucene with troopes1s come trom Fraunte, 
And at South-hampton landed all her traine, 
And mighteft thou liue,then would we neuer flie. 
DDO. Why, then I wouldnot flie,nor haue Lnow, 
But Hercules himſelſe muſt yeeld to ods, 
For many woundes receiu'd and many moe repaide, 
Hach robd my ſtrong knit ſinewes of their ſtrength, 
And ſpite of ſpites needes mult I yeeld to death. & 
Sm.Tiry brother Mfentague hath breathd his laſt, 
And at the pangs ot death I heard him crie, 
And ſaie, commend me to my valient brother, 
And more he would haue ſaide, and more he ſaide, 
Which ſounded like a clamour in a yaulte, - 
That could not bediſlinguiſnt for the ſounde, 
Ando the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoſt. 

Dr. What is pompe, rule, raigne, but earth and duſt? 
And liue we how we can, yet die we mult. | 
Sweet reſt his ſoute, flie Lords, and ſaue your ſclues, 

For DU be bids you all fate well, to meet in Heauen. 
<=] He dies. . 
Oxf. Come noble Summerſer, lets take our Horſe, 
And cauſeretraite be ſounded through the Campe, 
That all our friendes that yet remaine aliue, 
May be awarn'd, and ſaue them ſelues by flight. 
| That done, wick chem weele poſt ynto the Queene, 
And once more trie our fortune inthe fielde. Ex. anbo. 


Ener Edward,Clarence and gliſter with fouldiers 
Sd. Thus ſtill our fortune giues vs victorie, 


And girts our temples With trun ant ioyes. 
| The 


| 
| 
| 
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The bigboond Warwicke hath breathde his laſt, 
And heauen this day hath fmilde ypon vs all, 
But in this cleere and brigheſd me ay, | 
I fee a blacke ſuſpitious cloude appeare | 
Thatwill encounter with out glorious ſunne 

efote he gaine his eaſefull welterne * 
Ic meane thoſe powers which the Queecne: — pe in F pues, 
Are landed, and meane once more to menace 

Glo.Oxf 1d and Sm are fled to her, 
And us like lie if ſhe haue time to breath, 
Her faction will be full as 


g a8 ours. 
Ed. We are aduertiſde 5 louiug ends, 
That they do holde their c Seon Tewxburie: 
T hither will we, for will tingne rids way, 
And in euetie countie as we pa : along, 
Our ſtrengthes ſhall be augmented. Come, lets goe; 
For if we ſl icke this faire br gh Summers daie, 


Sharpe Winters howers well marre our hope for haie. | 
* | E xenyt anmnes.. 


Euer the Queene, AAA! egen Sam- 
merſet with Drunmpe & Sonldier 
Quer. Welcome to wt) y loving friends of France, 
And welcome Sommerſer and Oxford too. 
Once more haue we fj 


pread our Sailes abroad: 

And though our tackling be moſt conſumde, 
And VVarvvicke as out maine : Maſt overtbrow! 
Yet warl:ke Lordes,raiſe y that ſturdie polt, 
That beares the ſailes to bring vs vnto 
And Ned and 1 as willing Pilsts ſhould | 


For once with carefull mindes k ide on the wii 
d 


Ss * 


To beate ys through that dangerous gulſt. 
That heretofore hath ſwallowed y 6-7 frien 

Trince. And if there be, ay God forbid there ſhould, 
Amongſt vs atimerous or featefull man, 
Let him depart before the Battaile ioyne, 
Leaſt he in time of need intiſeanother, | | 
And fo withcray the Souldje$ harts from vs. | 


Iwill 


Yorks, and His the ſter. 
I will not ſtand aloofe and bid you fight, 


But with my ſword preſſe in the thicket? throngs, 


And ſingle dm ed his ſtrongeſt guarde: 
And bend to hand, enforee him for to yeelde, 


Or leaue my bodie as witneſſe of my htes. 
Ox. Women and Children of ſo high telolue? 


And wartiours faine,wh y ewere 2 ſhame: 
Oh braue young prince, th andfather 
Dath liue againe in thee 3 bag mt eft thou line, 


To beate his Image, and to renew his 


wy" | 
Som. And he that turnes and flies Ex fuch do fight, 


Let him to bed, and like the Owle by day, 


Be hiſt and wondred at, if ny 


Enter a Meſſner. | 
Hel. My Lords, Duke d witha mightie power. 
Is — — to fight wich you: 
Ox. It it was his — take vs vnprouided, 
but hcere will we ſtand, and hgheic to the death. 


Fer king edc Gl Hait. and ſouldiers. 
Fd. See nl pres nam ſtands the thornie wood, 
Which eand your proweſle, 


Shall 4 — ere night, de cleane cut downe. | 
entlemen,what ſhould ſay, 


My teares gainſay: for axyouecy| drinke 


Quee. Lords, Kni 


The water ofmine cies, Then no more but this, 
Herrie your king is priſoner in the Tower, 

His land and th: our friends are quite diſtreſt, 

And yonder ſtands the Wolfe that makes all his. 

T hen on Gas name, Lords rogether ctie, Saint George, 


Al Sunt George tor Lancaſter. | 


" Alarmes to the Nana. Y orke flies, en the Chambers be diſcl a- 
ged. Then enter the Ring. Cla. Gli. and the reſt and nualę a 
great ſhot and crieʒ For Torte, for Torke: and then 
the Queen is taken, the Iv, Oxford and 
Sum. & then found £+ enter all ag aint. 
"7 


* Jr ow ; — — - m— . 
* 2 A Y 4 g == * 
Sol, 4 . — on EO OT Oe” 
LY = 


* 


Tren TIT of | 


£ aw Lo heere a petiod of tumultnous brollet, 
Away wuh Qa/cru,to tapes Caitic itrgiu, 
Fur Sumrmerjcr,oit with hiy guiiue head 
Away, I will not neare tigut peake. | 
Ca. cot my pait lie = * thee with wordes, 


Sem. Not l but ltoope ba patience! bo my de ati. 


Fu. Nou e unt t 6 
For {tiring 5 * tubucets (01 


make, 


Biere omg ot 
Io dugue thy cnauc: and ue 5 | 


2 On that ty "hel hi d bin lo relolu 
C. L haty ou uught ii 
Aad nete haue itolue the bre | 
1-race, Lec eE/op fable u a winters night, 
His curiiia Riddicytories nt with this place. 
le. by tieauen, brat Ile plague you tos that word. 
c. t, thou wall dotue to be a plague to me 
G or Gods lake take away this captiue ſcold. 
Zrunte. Nay take away Ken Crookibackerather, 
Ea. L cace wiltull boy or I will tame your tongue. 
( {4+ muteted Laa, thou rt to malapert. 
Prince. Il kaow my dunc,y a u are all voavutitull, 
Laic:uious Eavard,and thou periut'd George, 
And chou muliapen Deck ten you au, 
] un JOU! bettcr,tcairours asu] . 
CA. 1 ake that, the ughünt $ ot ths anerk. 
Arte. On kill me too. ; | 
Guo. Marrie and ſhall. | ' 


— 


Go. Why ſhould ſhe hue to fill the worlde with words. 
£4.\What doth ſhe iu ound?make meancs t 
O. (Hence, excuſe me to e Kiog my 


In uli io Loudon, un a lend! 


Exu Ox rd. 
E xu Sommer ct 


(die. 
c Hold Richard, bold br we haue done to much altea- 


r het tecoue- 
(re. 


Ere 


Yorke, and Henrie the ſit, \ 
Ere you come there, you ſhall heare more newes. 


Cla, About what,prethee tell me? 
Glo. The Lower man, the Tower, Ile roote them out. 


| | » | Exit Glſters 
Queene. Ah Noa, ſpeake to thy Mother boy, 
Ah thou canſt not fpeake, | 
Traitouts, Tyrants, blouddie Homicides: 


They that ttabd Ce ſhed no bloud at all, 


For he was a man, this in reſpecta childe; 
And men nere ſpend theit futie on a childe; 


Whats worſe then ciranc, that I may l 


EL 


rou haue no children Diuells, if you 


ad, 


The thought of them, would chea haue ſtopt your rage: 
But if you euer hope to haue a tonne, 
Looke in his youth to haue him ſo cut off, 


Hs traitours you haue done this ſwect young Prince. 


EA Away, and beare her hence, 
ner. Nay, nere beate me hence, diſpatch me here, 
Heere ſheath thy ſwor d, lle pardon thee my death, 
Wilt thou not? 1 
Then Ce nce, do thou do it. - 
Cla. By heauen I would not do thee ſo much eaſe. 
uee. Good Clarence do, ſveet Clarence kill we too. 
¶ Didſt not thou heare me {weare 1 would not do it? 
Qace. l, but thou vſeſt to forſij care thy ſelte, 
T was ſinne beſote, but now tis charitie. 5 
Wheres the Diuells butcher?hatd fauourd Nc hard, 
Richard where art thou? | 
He is not heere, Murder is his almes deed, 
Petitioners for bloud, he nete put backe. 
Ed Away I ſaie, and take her hence per force. 
£uce.So come to you and ygurs,as to this ef | 
| ha | "| Exh, 
Eqdw,Clarmee,whithers GlefTer gone? 
CM. Nlarrie my Lord to London, as! geſle, 
To make a bloudie ſuppet in che Lower. 
He is ſuddaine, ifa thing come in lus head. 
Well, diſcharge the common Souldiets wich pay; 


H. Ain 


* 


The way" of Rich 
ad thaulees, and now Auf one 
1 o1cc e Queeachow the poch fire, "I 


For by this{lh b g AT” 2 
7 hes | Exons Owe. 


Emer Olo#ter to King Hemriei in the Tale, 
q Good day wy Lord, What at your Booke 1 3 
Hen, | my 80d 8d. Lord! 8 
I is ſinne to flattet, good was lictle ney 4 
Good Glo ler, aud good Diyell, were all . 1 4. 
W bat iccne ot Death hath Roſua now to act 
Glo. Sulpitzon alwayes hau 
Hen. The birde once | 
And I the haplellc maile do one poore birde, 
Haue now the tatall obje in mine * b 
Where my poore young was limde, was eaugf and ade, 
- Gl. Way whac a toole was that of Cree? 
That taug gb his lonne the of 
Andy et tor all that. the 2225 Fo 
Her. I Dedalw,my ont 
ITuny tather Ames, that d 
5 Thy brochet Edward, thes ine tt | 
And thou the eautous Gulft that ſwallowed him. 
Oh better canmy breſt abide thy da | poynt, 
Thea can mine cares that tragikehiltorie, 
Glo. Why, doſt thou think 1 am an executioner? 
Hen. A 2 lam fue 
And it murdering lanocentes 
T hen l know thou art an exec tioner. 
. Thy lonne I kilde for hi preſum 
Hen. Hadlt thou bin kilde w * firſt al rere 
Thou hadſi not liude to K. l a ſohne ot mine: 0 SD 
And thus I propheſie of thee; +. | | 
That many a Widdow for her Husbands death, | | 
And many an Infants water ſtanding eye, 
Widdowes tor theit husbandes, children for thei fathers, 
Shall curſe the time that euer thou wert 
The Oule ſhriket at thy birds wee. 


ö 


? = | 


The 


The night-Crow cride,abodingluckleſle tune. 


| 


Torte, nd Henrit the fix. | 


— 


Dogges noulde, and hidious tenipeſtes ſhooke done trees, 


I be Rauen rookt her on the Chimmies top, 


Andchacrering Pies in diſinall diſcord ſung, 

Thy mother tele more then a mothers paiac, 

And yet brought foorth leſſe then a mochers hope: 
To wit, an yudigelt created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodlycree; 

Tecth hadſt thou in thy head when thou waſt boine, 
To ſignifie thou camſt to bite the worlde: 


And i the telt be true that I haue heard, 
Thou camſt into the worls Ii: ſtabs lum. 


Glo, Die Prophet in thy ſpeach, lle heate no more, 


For this,amongtt the teſt, was I ordainde. 


od forgive my ſinnes, and pardon thee, Ile dies. 


b. Wnar? will the alpyring blood of Lercafte 


Sinke into the ground?l had thought ic would haue mounted 
See how my ſword weepes for the poore Kings death, 


Now may ſuch purple teares be alwayes ſhed, 
For luch as ſeeke the downetall of our houſe. 


If any ſparke of life remaine in thee; 
e Stabbe hun Caine. 
Downe,downe to hell, and {ay I ſent thee thither. 
I that haue neither pitue, loue, not feare; 
Indeed twas true that Hemie tolde me ot, 
For I haue often heard my mother lay, 
That I came into the worde with my legges forward: 


And had I nat reaſon thinke you to make haſte, 


And ſceke their ruines that vlurpt our rights? 
The women wept, andthe Midi ite cride, 
O leſus bleſſe vs, he is borne with teeth, 
And ſo I wasindced : which plainely ſignifi de, 
That I ſhould ſnarle and bite, and play the dogge. 
Then face Heauen hath made my bod ſo, 
Let Hell make crookt my mind, to anl ere it. 
I had no father; I am like no father. 
I haue no brother; 1 am like no brothers. 1 

H z. 5 And 


TheT ragedi irik Da „ 


And this word Laue wh 1 graybeaides tearme e 
Be teſident in men like e e another. | 
And not in me; lam my lelfe alone. | | 


But I will ſort a pitchie 0 pforthee} _ ..| 
For I will buzabroad ſ cb efies,... 


And then to purge his re. lle be toad 
Henrie au qa 8. next, 

And by one and one, I will diſpatch the teſt. 
Countiog my ſelſe but bai. til I be beſt. 
Ile dragge thy body in another toom, 
And web. Hi 7 day of aocme. | | 


Enter King Ea, 2 
| 1 50 72 Pyince, 
Hell get | 


Faw. G more w Gi n Engls 
Repurchaſge with the of enemies, 
What valiant foe-men like to Antumes N 
Haue we mow'd downe in tops of all their pri Ps 6 TY 
Three Dukes of Sammer, three folde tenowumd. 
For hardie and vndoubted champions, 
Tuo Ciſferdi as the ay r andthe ſonne: 
And two Narthumb two brauet men 
Nere ſputd their kn ar the Jams ar ſour 


Weh them the tuo rough 1 
2 255 7 


T hat in their chaines 1-4 ory the kin 
Andi made the forteſt ti 29 as 
I hus haue we ſwept fol; pition from our Neat N=” 
And made our fooreltogidof ſecuritic, 
Come hither B and let me kiſſe my Boy, 
Yorng Ned, tor thee, thine Vncles and my ſelſe, 
Haue in our Armours watchtthe Winters night, , 
Martcht all a ſoote in Suckers danse 8 | 


/ > 
. 


Tine... 


| 


Torke, and 22 the ſiæt. 
That thou mightſt repolleſle thecrownein peace, 


Aud of our labours thou (hal reape the gaine. 


9. Ile blait his harueſt and your bead were layde, 
For yet I am not lookron in the worde. 
This Shouider was ordainge fo chicke, to 
Aad heaue « thall ſome waight,or becake my backe: 
Worke thou the way, and thou ſhalrexecute. ,- 

Eaw. ¶ urente, and GLiiter, love my lovely Queene, 
Ang kule your Princely Nephew, 3 both, 

Cu. Ihe duetie that I owe vnto your Maieſtie, 
I ſcale vpon the toſiate lippts ot this tweete Babe. 
ucen. Thankes noble Clarence, worthy brochet thankes, 
. And that L loue the truite from 4 thou Praagſts 
Witneſſe the louing kiſle 1 giue the childe. 
To ſay the trueth, — Judas Kiit his Mailter: 


And 5 he cride, All ha. le; and meant all harme. 


Eaward, Now am | ſeated as my ſoule delightes, 
Hauing my Countries peace, and brothers loues. 
Cla. What will your Grace haue done with N 
Rua her tather to the king of Fraunce, 
Hath paund the ( U and Jeruſalem, 
And hither haue they ſent it for her tanſome. 
Eaw. Away with her, and watt her hence to Fraunct. 


And now what reltes, but that we ſpend the time, 


Wich ttaccly triumphes, and mirthtull comic ke lhewes, * 


Such as be its the pleaſures of the Court, 
Sound ——— I rumpecsttarewell to ſower annoy, 


For here I hope,begias our alling 10. 


Extunt omnes, 


1115. 


